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_^*       "Give  us  a  songl"  the  soldier  cried, 
The  outer  trenches  yuardliig, 
When  the  heated  guns  of  the  camp  allied 
Grew  weary  ol  bumbardiug. 

— Bayard  Taylo. 


^^HE  heated  guns  have  ceased  to  belch  forth  their  deadly  fires;  the  civil  war  has  long 
since  ended  ;  its  wounds  are  healed,  and  every  humane  and  patriotic  heart  hopes 
that  never  again  will  our  country  be  engaged  in  fratricidal  strife.  The  men  that 
stood  bravely  side  by  side  in  many  a  heated  contest,  the  comrades  who  have 
tented  and  messed  and  marched  together,  are  all  employed  in  peaceful  avocations,  and  only 
the  recollections  of  the  terrible  scenes  and  sufferings  of  "red-handed  war"  remain. 

But  when  the  boys  in  blue  and  the  boys  in  gray  meet  at  their  frequent  gatherings  and 
talk  over  old  scenes  and  events,  there  is  always  some  one  to  call  out,  "Give  us  a  song,"  and 
someone  to  respond,  and  the  old  war  strains  are  sung  with  the  same  ardor  as  they  were  a 
quarter  of  a  century  ago,  when  the  whole  country  was  a  vast  camp  of  soldiers,  eager  "to  do 
or    die"  for  their  countries  and  their  flags. 

How  the  people  sang  in  those  days,  the  people  North  as  well  as  South,  and  what  an  im- 
mense stock  of  songs,  with  reference  to  the  war,  were  called  into  existence !  Music  always 
was  and  always  will  be  a  great  factor  in  National  life  and  National  warfare.  England,  who 
has  been  engaged  upon  many  bloody  fields  the  world  over,  has  a  large  number  of  excellent 
war  and  navy  songs,  and  whenever  a  struggle  between  her  and  a  foreign  foe  is  about  to  begin, 
she  never  fails  to  appeal  to  National  sentiment  through  the  aid  of  song.  Many  of  her  war 
songs  are  but  poor  productions,  poetically  as  well  as  musically,  yet  from  time  to  time  there 
appear  poems  and  strains  that  are  assigned  honored  places  in  that  country's  literature  and 
among  England's  popular  tunes.  The  same  is  true  of  other  civilized  nations,  including 
our  own. 

The  war  was  a  fruitful  theme  for  young  poetic  aspirants,  and  while  under  ordinary  cir- 
cumstances their  productions  would  not  have  attracted  attention,  they  were  given  places  in 
our  daily  papers,  and  not  unfrequently  they  were  set  to  music  by  those  gifted  with  the  power 
of  song.  Though  they  often  were  mere  doggerel,  they  were  eagerly  read,  for  the  public 
never  grew  weary  of  reading  concerning  its  own  struggles,  nor  was  it  in  the  least  particular 
as  to  the  poetic  nature  of  these  patriotic  and  often  very  fiery  effusions.  If  the  lines  conj 
tained  a  happy  hit  or  two,  if  they  were  calculated  to  arouse  sentiment,  if  they  had  a  good 
jingle,  the  verses  were  usually  welcomed  and  sometimes  even  enjoyed  a  temporary  pop- 
ularity. 

Pianists  were  not  forgotten.  They  were  supplied  with  battle  pieces,  musical  composi- 
tions designed  to  glorify  the  Nation's  victories.  Between  the  lines  one  could  read  the  story 
of  the  advance,  and  the  meeting  of  the  armies.    The  sound  of  the  first  gun  was  distinctly 
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heard,  then  came  the  rattle  of  the  musketry  and  the  firing  of  the  cannon.  The  cries  of  the 
wounded  of  course  were  not  to  be  forgotten,  and  finally  was  heard  the  shout  of  victory,  and 
all  this  was  to  be  pictured  upon  a  piano !  The  Southern  composer  ended  his  battle  pieces  with 
"Dixie"  or  the  "Bonnie  Blue  Flag,"  while  he  of  the  North  very  appropriately  closed  with  the 
"Star  Spangled  Banner"  and  "Yankee  Doodle." 

It  was  but  natural  that  at  the  time  when  the  war-cry  was  heard  throughout  the  land, 
such  music  should  please  best,  for  was  not  every  heart  engaged  in  the  contest ;  were  there 
not  members  of  almost  every  household  in  the  far-off  camp,  and  were  there  not  many  empty 
sleeves  and  vacant  chairs?  When  playing  these  pieces  and  singing  these  songs  the  heart 
poured  out  its  love  as  much  for  the  loved  ones  actively  engaged  in  the  contest,  or  for  those 
resting  in  death,  as  for  the  cause  itself. 

For  a  time  after  the  war  these  songs  disappeared.  They  were  stowed  away  with  the  can- 
non and  the  flags,  but  they  were  not  forgotten.  Of  late  years,  however,  they  have  enjoyed  re- 
newed popularity,  and  when  we  now  sing  them  they  are  not  used  as  expressions  of  war-like 
sentiment,  they  are  not  recalled  for  the  purpose  of  arousing  sectional  enmity,  but  rather  as 
a  recollection  of  the  sad  days  gone  by.  The  old  soldiers  have  revived  them  ;  and  when  they 
meet,  naturally  enough  they  also  call  for  the  old  songs  they  used  to  sing  in  camp,  on  the 
march  or  on  the  battle-field.  The  younger  portion  of  our  people,  those  to  whom  the  terrible 
story  of  the  late  civil  war  sounds  like  a  tale  of  fiction,  scarcely  to  be  believed,  are  also  in- 
spired by  these  strains.  They  are  interested  in  the  songs  their  fathers  and  brothers  sang ; 
they  read  the  words  and  join  in  the  choruses  as  if  they  meant  to  express  their  admiration  for 
heroic  valor.  To  the  veterans,  however,  these  strains  speak  with  far  greater  power ;  they  re- 
vive vividly  the  memories  of  the  most  momentous  parts  of  their  life's  history.  They  bring 
to  mind  the  old  scenes  around  the  camp  fires;  they  recall  the  weary  marches,  in  day  or  at 
night,  in  summer's  heat  or  in  winter's  cold-  O,  how  battalion  after  battalion  used  to  take  up 
the  magic  songs,  which  were  started  far  in  the  front  columns,  by  a  few  light-hearted  men,  and 
how  grandly  they  must  have  sounded.  They  revive  the  sentiments  of  friendly  feelings  en- 
gendered by  a  common  cause,  by  mutual  dangers  and  hardships.  They  bring  to  mind  the 
cold  and  weary  nights,  when  the  men  laid  on  the  snow  with  their  mnskets  by  their  sides;  they 
bring  to  mind  the  long  marches  on  dusty  roads  with  throats  parched  by  thirst.  They  recall 
the  bivouac  when  the  men  made  their  coffee  and  ate  their  hard-tack  and  fat  pork.  These 
war  songs  are  the  frames  for  ever  so  many  war  pictures,  some  joyous,  some  sad,  but  all 
deeply  engraved  on  the  tablet  of  the  soldier's  memory,  never  to  be  erased  except  by  the 
strong  hand  of  that  foe  from  whose  clutches  they  escaped  on  the  field  of  battle. 

AVhile  many  of  the  war  songs  were  but  poor  productions  others  have  proved  their  merits 
by  being  taken  up  again  by  the  people  and  sung  with  undiminished  pleasure.  Foremost  in 
the  ranks  of  those  that  supplied  the  land  with  martial  music  stand  Dr.  George  F.  Koot, 
Charles^ Carroll  Sawyer  and  Henry  C.  AVork.  The  first  two  are  still  living,  the  latter  died  but 
recently.  Henry  C.  Work  was  the  author  of  the  famous  and  ever  popular  song  "Marching 
Through  Georgia,"  of  which  over  500,000  copies  have  been  sold.  This  song,  by  the  side  of 
"The  Battle-Cry  of  Freedom,"  composed  by  George  F.  Koot,  and  that  fatherless  tune,  "Glory 
Hallelujah,  or  John  Brown,"  are  to  this  day  the  most  popular  among  the  old  war  songs  of  the 
North.  But  if  AVork  proved  by  this  that  he  could  write  martial  music,  strains  fit  for  the  camp 
and  for  marching  masses,  he  has  also  given  us  comic  songs  with  reference  to  the  war.  It  does 
seem  strange  that  during  a  time  when  the  land  was  bleeding  from  many  wounds,  when  the 
ground  fairly  trembled  with  the  step  of  marching  armies,  when  tears  were  shed  in  thousands 
of  homes,  and  when  prisoners  pined  away  for  want  of  nourishment,  that  the  people  should 
sing  humorous  songs,  but  then  there  is  a  comical  and  humorous  side  to  most  situations,  and 
it  is  one  of  the  characteristics  of  the  American  people  to  look  at  this  side  as  well  as  that  which 
is  serious.  Doubtless  it  was  best  that  soldiers  should  be  able  to  laugh  and  joke,  for  had  it 
not  been  for  this,  they  would  have  been  less  fit  for  the  bearing  of  those  terrible  burdens  that 
were  laid  upon  tliem.  And  so  we  used  to  laugh  at  the  songs  entitled  "Corporal  Schnapps," 
"Grafted  into  the  Army,"  "Kingdom  Coming,"  "Babylon  is  Fallen,"  and  others  of  the  same 
character. 
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Mr.  Sawyer's  songs  touched  Northern  hearts  and  Southern  hearts  alike,  and  were  the 
common  property  of  both  sections.  His  pen  contained  no  malice,  and  the  pathetic  words 
of  his  famous  songs,  among  which  we  may  mention  "Who  Will  Care  Kor  Mother  Now,"  "He 
Was  Not  Afraid  to  Die"  and  "When  This  Cruel  War  is  Over,"  were  loved  and  sung  through- 
out the  divided  Union. 

Mr.  Root's  most  famous  war  song  is  the  "Battle-Cry  of  Freedom."  It  became  popular 
early  in  the  war,  and  enjoyed  its  popularity  over  all  other  songs  during  that  weary  and  hot 
contest.  It  was  written  in  1861,  and  its  popularity  origmated  at  a  public  meeting  held  in 
Union  Square,  New  York  City,  in  the  same  year.  It  was  sung  on  that  occasion  by  the 
Hutchison  family,  and  struck  fire,  so  to  speak.  It  became  at  once  a  popular  favorite,  for 
its  effect  upon  the  masses  was  simply  electrifying.  The  song  was,  on  that  memorial  occa- 
sion, repeatedly  called  for,  and  the  refrain  being  easily  learned,  the  masses  chimed  in,  fairly 
singing  themselves  hoarse.  From  that  hour  the  "Battle-Cry  of  Freedom"  was  and  remained 
the  rallying  song  of  the  North.  It  was  known  by  all  soldiers  and  was  heard  in  all  the  camps 
where  the  star  spangled  banner  floated.  Says  a  writer  :  "During  the  terrible  Battle  of  the 
Wilderness  on  the  6th  of  May,  1864,  a  brigade  of  the  Ninth  Corps,  having  broken  the  enemy's 
line  by  an  assault,  became  exposed  to  a  flank  attack,  and  was  driven  back  in  disorder  with 
heavy  loss.  They  retreated  but  a  few  hundred  yards,  however,  reformed,  and  again  con- 
fronted the  enemy.    Just  then  some  gallant  fellow  in  the  ranks  of  the  45th  Pennsylvania 

began  to  sing : 

"We'll  rally  round  the  flag,  boys. 
Rally  once  again. 
Shouting  the  Battle-Cry  ol  Freedom." 

The  refrain  was  caught  up  instantly  by  the  entire  regiment  and  also  by  tlie  36th  Massa- 
chusetts, next  in  line.  There  the  grim  ranks  stood  at  bay  in  the  deadly  thicket.  The  air 
was  filled  with  the  crackle  and  smoke  of  the  burning  underbrush,  the  pitiful  cries  of  the 
wounded,  the  battle  of  musketry  and  the  shouts  of  command  wer'e  heard,  but  above  all, 
answering  the  exalted  yells  of  the  enemy,  rose  the  inspiring  chorus : 

"The  Union  forever,  hurrah  boys,  hurrah, 
Down  with  the  traitor,  up  with  the  start 
And  we'll  rally  round  the  flag,  boys. 

Rally  once  again. 
Shouting  the  Battle-Cry  of  Freedom!" 

This  is  simply  one  instance  to  show  what.a  power  this  song  exerted  in  the  army.  Were 
all  the  facts  connected  with  its  history  known,  could  all  the  events  in  which  our  war  songs 
exercised  a  direct  influence  be  gathered,  it  would  make  a  most  interesting  book. 

But  Mr.  Root  not  only  succeeded  in  arousing  the  war  spirit ;  he  not  only  did  as  much 
toward  rekindling  and  keeping  the  spirit  of  loyalty  and  bravery  as  the  best  speeches  did — 
he  touched  also  the  tenderest  chords,  those  of  home.  Hisi  songs  "Just  Before  the  Battle, 
Mother,"  its  sequel,  "Just  After  the  Battle,"  and  his  song  entitled  "The  Vacant  Chair,"  were, 
and  still  are,  very  popular.  They  never  fail  to  touch  the  veteran's  heart;  they  never  fail  to 
cause  the  tears  to  flow  from  the  eyes  of  the  aged  mothers,  who  ottered  their  sons  on  their 
country's  altar.  Many  of  them  are  sleeping  in  silent  graves  in  National  cemeteries,  while 
thousands  rest  in  unknown  graves  on  distant  battle-fields. 

There  is  still  another  tender  chord  Mr.  Root  touched  when  he  wrote  the  prisoner's  song, 
"Tramp,  Tramp,  Tramp,  the  Boys  are  Marching."  This  also  was  popular  throughout  the 
land,  and  there  was  scarcely  a  little  boy  or  girl,  to  say  nothing  of  those  who  could  appreciate 
the  terrors  of  prison  life,  but  that  sang  this  song  during  the  war.  Among  the  most  popular 
songs  of  those  times  was  the  ".John  Brown  Song."  According  to  the  investigations  made  by 
a  newspaper  writer,  it  originated  in  1861.  When  the  Massachusetts  Volunteers,  commanded 
by  Colonel  Fletcher  Webster,  a  son  of  Daniel  Webster,  were  in  quarters  on  one  of  the  islands 
in  Boston  Harbor,  some  of  the  men,  assisted  by  visitors  from  the  city,  amused  themselves  by 
adapting  the  words : 

"John  Brown's  body  lies  a  mouldering  In  the  grave. 
His  soul's  marohinE  on. 
(llory,  glory  Hallelujah, 
His  soul's  marching  on." 
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to  a  certain  air.  "This  verse,"  says  Mr.  C.  Sprague  Hall,  who  is  the  reputed  author  of  the  song, 
"was  at  that  time  the  only  verse  known."  He  does  not  claim  the  authorship  of  it,  and  the 
manner  in  which  he  speaks  of  it  would  indicate  that  he  did  not  write  it.  As  to  the  melody, 
it  was  chosen,  so  Mr.  Hall  says,  by  a  Mr.  Greenleaf,  of  Charlestown,  Mass.,  then  on  a  visit  in 
the  camp.  It  is  believed  that  he  chose  the  tune  to  which  the  words  are  now  sung  and  which 
is  popular  all  over  the  North.  It  is  said  that  there  was  a  soldier  in  the  regiment  by  the 
name  of  John  Brown,  which  fact  helped  the  song  to  its  popularity,  in  that  camp,  at  least ; 
"but,"  says  the  same  writer,  "a  John  Brown  could  have  been  found  in  almost  every  regi- 
ment." The  tune  no  doubt  gave  the  words  much  of  that  popularity  and  force  which  they 
afterwards  enjoyed.  It  has  a  stirring  sort  of  character,  is  well  adapted  for  marching  and 
no  doubt  was  heard  on  many  occasions,  as  regiment  after  regiment  took  it  up,  singing  it 
lustily  while  in  camp  or  on  the  march.  Then  the  words  are  simple,  easily  remembered,  so 
that  the  song  possesses  almost  all  the  elements  of  popularity,  and  would  have  taken  with 
the  men  whether  there  was  a  John  Brown  in  the  regiment  or  not.  The  way  for  the  song,  says 
the  informant,  was  no  doubt  prepared  through  a  campaign  song  heard  from  the  lips  of 
the  Douglas  and  the  Bell  and  the  Everett  Campaign  Clubs,  who,  in  order  to  spite  Governor 
Andrew,  of  Massachusetts,  sang  the  following  lines  as  they  were  marching  through  the 
streets  of  Boston,  with  their  torches  in  hand  : 

Tell  John  Andrew, 
Tell  John  Andrew, 
Tell  John  Andrew, 
John  Brown's  dead. 
•  Salt  won't  save  him,  etc., 
John  Brown's  dead. 

These  lines  are  supposed  to  have  been  an  imitation  of  the  doggerel : 

.  Tell  Aunt  Rhody,  etc., 

The  old  goose  is  dead. 

Salt  won't  save  him,  etc., 
The  old  goose  is  dead. 

Great  stress  having  been  laid  by  the  opponents  of  Governor  Andrew  upon  the  fact  that 
John  Brown  was  dead,  the  authors  of  the  song  spoken  of  took  good  care  to  assert  that  wuile 

John  Brown's  body  lies  a  mouldering  in  the  grave, 
His  soul  is  marching  on. 

This  was  the  answer  of  those  that  sympathized  with  John  Brown,  a  song  which  they 
flung  at  those  who  seemed  to  take  a  delight  in  the  fact  that  he  was  dead.  Mr.  Hall  further 
says,  with  reference  to  the  song :  "I  will  now  proceed  to  relate  the  circumstances  by  whicli  I 
was  induced  to  undertake  the  task,  which  was  very  reluctantly  done.  Let  it  be  understood 
that  several  young  men,  residents  of  Charlestown,  who  were  glee  singers,  suggested  to  me  that 
the  wants  of  the  public  required  a  song  to  be  started  under  the  title  of  the  John  Brown 
song,  at  the  same  time  assuring  me  that  it  would  be  hailed  with  delight  everywhere.  In  re- 
ply to  their  request  that  I  should  compose  such  a  song,  I  told  them  that  I  was  incompetent 
to  conform  to  their  wishes,  but  would  consult  with  Mr.  H.  Partridge,  of  whom  I  had  bought 
songs,  to  hire  some  poet  to  get  it  up,  but  as  he  declined,  the  singers  alluded  to  insisted  that  I 
should  do  my  best,  and  the  result  is  before  the  world." 

Having  given  full  particulars  concerning  the  origin  of  the  words,  let  us  now  say  a  few 
words  about  the  tune.  As  long  ago  as  1855,  Mr;  Steffe,  a  somewhat  popular  song  and  Sun- 
day-school hymn  writer,  was  requested  by  a  fire  company  at  Charleston,  S.  C,  to  write  an 
air  to  some  verses,  the  chorus  of  which  closed  with  the  following  sentence : 

"Say,  bummers,  will  you  meet  us?" 

The  melody  which  he  produced  is  said  to  be  the  famous  John  Brown  tune  of  to-day. 
The  air  quickly  became  popular  with  camp-meeting  folks,  who  supplied  it  with  new  words, 
the  chorus  ending  thus : 

"Say,  brother,  will  you  meet  us?" 
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It  i.s  claimed  by  the  friends  of  Mr.  Stetfe  that  he  still  possesses  the  original  draft  of  the 
tune  as  a  proof  of  his  authorship.  It  is  strange  that  the  tune  of  this  famous  song  should 
come  from  South  Carolina  while  the  words  originated  in  Massachusetts,  two  States  that  were 
political  antipodes  of  each  other  in  those  days.  It  is  also  strange  that  so  soon  after  John 
Brown's  death,  which  occurred  in  Charlestown,  Va.,  December  2d,  1859,  his  name  should  be 
immortalized  in  a  song  that  shall  forever  live  in  the  mouths  of  the  people.  The  original 
John  Urown  song  was  written  by  Miss  Edna  A.  Proctor,  and  reads  as  follows: 

John  Brown  died  on  the  scaffold  for  the  slave; 
Dark  was  the  hour  when  we  duy  his  hallowed  grave; 
Now  God  avenges  the  life  he  gladly  gave, 
Freedom  reigns  to-day! 

Glory,  Glory  Hallelujah. 
Glory,  Glory  Hallelujah, 
Glory,  Glory  Hallelujah. 
Freedom  reigns  to-day! 
John  Brown  sowed  and  the  harvesters  are  we; 
Honor  to  him  who  has  made  the  bondmen  free; 
Loved  ever  more  shall  our  noble  ruler  be. 
Freedom  reigns  lo-dayl 

Chorus. 
John  Brown's  body  lies  mouldering  in  the  grave; 
Bright  o'er  the  sod  let  the  starry  banner  wave; 
Lo!  for  the  million  he  periled   all  to  save. 
Freedom  reigns  to-day! 

Chorus. 

John  Brown's  soul  through  the  world  is  marching  oni 
Hail  to  the  hour  when  oppression  shall  be  gone; 
All  men  will  sing  in  the  better  day's  dawn. 
Freedom  reigns  to-day! 

Chorus. 

John  Brown  dwells  where  the  battle  strife  is  o'er; 
Hate  eannot  harm  him,  nor  sorrow  stir  him  more; 
Earth  will  remember  the  martyrdom  he  bore. 
Freedom  reigns  to-day! 

Chorus. 

John  Brown's  body  lies  mouldering  in  the  grave; 
John  Brown  lives  in  the  triumph  of  the  brave; 
John  Brown's  soul  not  a  higher  joy  can  crave. 
Freedom  reigns  to-day! 

Chorus. 

It  cannot  be  gainsaid  that  this  song  expressed  the  sentiments  of  by  far  the  greater  ma- 
jority of  Northern  people.     In  his  letter  to  Mr.  James  T.  Fields,  Mr.  R.  II.  Dana,  Jr.,  said : 

"It  would  have  been  past  belief  had  we  been  told  that  the  almost  undi.stinguishable 
name  of  John  Brown  should  be  whispered  among  four  millions  of  slaves,  and  sung  wher- 
ever the  English  language  is  spoken,  and  incorporated  into  an  anthem  to  whose  solemn 
cadences  men  should  march  to  battle  by  the  tons  of  thousands." 

Another  most  popular  song  of  that  period  was  that  written  in  response  to  President  Lin- 
coln's c:ill  for  300,000  volunteers.  The  song  made  the  round  of  all  the  States,  and  every- 
where men  shouted  them.selves  hoarse  singing  ''We  Are  Coming,  Father  Abraham,  Three 
Hundred  Thousand  More." 

Many  European  States  have  adopted  the  English  National  anthem,  "Ciod  Save  the  King," 
as  a  National  tune,  supplying  it  of  course  with  new  and  appropriate  words.  We  are,  there- 
fore, not  alone  in  adding  this  stately  and  beautiful  air  to  the  stock  of  our  National  melodies. 
It  was  Rev.  Samuel  Francis  Smith,  of  Boston,  who  wrote  the  familiar  words,  "My  Country 
'Tis  of  Thee,"  and  adapted  them  to  the  English  air.  Many  people  imagine  that  he  did  so 
during  the  war,  the  words,  however,  were  written  fully  thirty  years  before  and  were  designed 
for  a  Fourth  of  July  Sunday-school  celebration.  The  war,  with  its  excitements,  simply  made 
it  popular. 
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"When  Johnny  Comes  Marching  Home"  is  a  dare-devil  sort  of  a  song.  It  emanated  from 
the  pen  of  an  Irishman,  the  well-known  Gilmore,  of  "Peace  Jubilee"  fame.  It  is  just  such  a 
song  as  one  could  imagine  the  boys  singing  in  camp  after  a  good  meal,  after  the  reception  of 
good  news  or  after  some  contraband  articles  that  are  usually  shipped  in  barrels  had  found 
their  way  into  the  camp. 

There  were  not  many  of  the  boys  that  didn't  like  "The  Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me."  The 
Scotch  and  English  soldier,  when  far  away  in  camp,  usually  delights  in  singing  "Annie 
Laurie";  in  this  country  the  soldier  best  paid  his  respects  to  the  girl  he  left  behind  him,  by 
singing  this  famous  old  Irish  tune.  Usually  its  melody  reaches  our  ears  from  the  shrill- 
sounding  fife  accompanied  by  the  heavy  beats  of  the  bass  drum.  Oh,  how  often  the  boys 
used  to  march  and  also  to  drill  to  the  rhythm  of  this  familiar  old  air,  and  how  easy  it  is  to 
keep  time  to  it.  This  tune,  by  the  side  of  the  English  melody,  HMy  Country  'Tis  of  Thee," 
is  the  oldest  among  our  war  tunes.  It  was  written  probably  in  17-55,  and  though  an  Irish 
tune,  was  the  favorite  of  the  English  army  and  navy  for  well  nigh  a  hundred  years.  Even 
to  this  day  it  is  played  by  the  band  when  an  English  regiment  leaves  for  the  field,  and  so  it 
is  heard  by  the  tars  when  they  weigh  anchor  for  foreign  shores. 

It  was  a  good  thing  for  our  men  that  each  company  had  its  funny  fellows ;  men  full  of 
mischief,  keeping  the  rest  in  a  healthy  state  of  excitement  and  merriment.  These  merry 
lads  laid  their  hands  upon  everything  that  served  their  purpose ;  none  were  safe  from  their 
tricks — no,  not  even  the  National  songs  could  escape.    Thus  they  would  sing : 

"Mary  had  a  little  Iamb, 
Its  fleece  was  white  as  snow, 
Shouting  the  Battle-Cry  of  Freedom  I 
And  everywhere  that  Mary  went 
The  Iamb  was  sure  to  go, 
Shouting  the  Battle-Cry  of  Freedom!" 

There  was  a  soldier  well  known  and  well  liked  above  many  others,  Miles  O'Riley,  (Chas. 
G.  Ilalpin).  His  ready  wit  and  good  humor  caused  a  great  deal  of  merriment  in  camp 
Many  a  song  he  composed,  and  some  of  the  liveliest  war  literature  came  from  his  pen.  We 
will  simply  quote  a  parody  he  wrote  on  the  popular  Irish  song,  "The  Low-Backed  Car": 

"Some  tell  us  'tis  a  burning  shame 
To  make  the  uaggurs  flght, 
And  that  the  thrade  of  being  killed 

Belongsbutto  the  white. 
But  as  for  me,  upon  my  soul. 

So  liberal  are  we  here— 
I'd  let  Sambo  be  murdered  in  place  of  myself, 
On  every  day  in  the  year. 

On  every  day  in  the  year,  boys. 

On  every  hour  in  the  day— 
The  right  to  be  killed  I'll  divide  with  him. 
An'  devil  a  word  I'll  say." 

It  is  .1,  very  strange  fact,  that  while  the  two  contesting  sections  of  the  country  were  so 
far  apart  in  their  sentiment,  that  tliere  sliould  be  a  song,  the  .authorship  of  which  is  claimed 
on  both  eides.  This  song  is  entitled  "All  Quiet  on  the  Potomac."  For  many  a  weary 
month  the  troops  laid  on  the  banks  of  this  river.  While  there  were  no  advances  made,  a 
good  many  brave  boys  were  shot  down  on  the  picket  post.  Every  day  the  newspapers  came 
with  these  head  lines :  "All  Quiet  on  the  Potomac,"  until  at  last  the  expression  became  a  by- 
word. There  are  two  claimants  for  the  authorship  of  this  song ;  the  one  is  Lamare  Foun- 
tain, of  Texas ;  the  other  is  Mrs.  Ethel  Beers,  of  New  York.  We  will  not  sit  in  judgment  be- 
tween the  two  parties,  but  would  simply  add  that  the  melody  was  written  by  J.  Dayton,  of 
the  First  Connecticut  Artillery. 

Having  mentioned  tlie  leading  war  songs  of  the  North,  we  will  also  say  a  few  words 
about  the  songs  of  the  South.  They  had  fewer  songs  South  of  the  Potomac  than  we  had, 
and  while  no  doubt  there  were'  many  written,  only  few  attained  great  popularity.    The  most 
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famous  of  these  was  "Dixie  Land."  This  song  was  known  long  before  the  war,  but  when  the 
struggle  began  it  was  the  means  of  expressing  Southern  sentiments  exclusively.  It  became 
purely  a  sectional  song,  though  prior  to  the  war  the  tune  was  heard  quite  frequently 
throughout  the  North.  The  song  was  written  by  Gener.al  Albert  Pike,  a  native  of  Massachu- 
setts, but  a  General  in  the  Southern  army.  Many  a  time  "Dixie  Land"  was  heard  in  the  still 
of  the  evening  as  it  came  from  the  Southern  camps,  but  usually  it  was  answered  bj'  North- 
ern bands  playing  "Yankee  Doodle." 

The  following  incident  was  lately  related  by  a  writer  in  the  Philadelphia  Time.'i: 

"It  is  easy  for  me  to  recall  an  instance  only  a  night  or  two  before  Mr.  Lincoln  was  as- 
sassinated. The  President  had  returned  from  Eichmond,  and  a  crowd  called  with  a  band 
to  tender  congratulations  and  a  serenade.  The  man  who  was  so  soon  to  be  the  victim  of  the 
assassin's  bullet  appeared  in  response  to  calls  and  thanked  his  audience  for  the  compliment. 
Several  members  of  his  cabinet  surrounded  him,  and  it  was  a  very  interesting  and  dramatic 
occasion. 

"Just  as  he  was  closing  his  brief  remarks,  Mr.  Lincoln  said  :  'I  see  you  have  a  band  with 
you.  I  should  like  to  hear  it  play  '  "Dixie."  '  I  have  consulted  the  Attorney  General,  who  is 
here  by  my  side,  and  he  is  of  the  opinion  that '  "Dixie" '  belongs  to  us.  Now  play  it.'  The  band 
struck  up  the  old  tune  and  played  it  as  I  have  never  before  or  since  heard  it  rendered.  As 
the  strains  of  the  music  rang  out  upon  the  air,  cheer  after  cheer  went  up  from  the  throats 
of  the  hundreds  of  happy  men  who  called  to  congratulate  Mr.  Lincoln  upon  the  return  of 
peace. 

"This  demonstrates  the  fact  that  Mr.  Lincoln  appreciated  the  meaning  of  the  tune,  its 
political  significance,  and  in  asking  for  it  at  that  time  he  showed  his  sagacity  as  a  statesman 
as  well  as  his  disposition  to  hold  out  the  olive  branch  to  the  South." 

The  second  popular  song  of  the  South  was  "The  Bonnie  Blue  Flag."  It  was  the  pro- 
duct of  a  Scotch  actor  by  the  name  of  Harry  McCarthy,  and  it  is  said  to  have  first  been  sung 
by  his  sister,  Marion,  at  the  Variety  Theater  in  New  Orleans.  The  air  is  purely  Irish.  When 
Germany  produced  a  song  with  reference  to  the  Rhine,  the  French  were  almost  always  sure 
to  reply  in  the  shape  of  another  song,  so  when  "The  Bonnie  Blue  Flag"  became  known  in 
the  North,  a  Northern  writer  answered  it. 

One  of  the  best  liked  Southern  songs  was  "My  Maryland."  The  words  were  produced 
by  James  Ryder  Randall,  of  Baltimore.  He  was  educated  at  Georgetown  College,  D.  C, 
and  when  quite  young  went  to  Louisiana  to  edit  a  paper.  It  was  in  New  Orleans  in  1861  that 
he  wrote  this  song,  the  object  of  which  was  to  appeal  to  Maryland  to  join  the  Southern 
cause.  The  tune  is  an  old  German  student  melody,  known  as  "O  Pine  Tree."  This  song  was 
very  popular  throughout  the  South,  and  so  pleasing  was  the  melody  that  many  people  in 
the  North  even  sung  it  perhaps,  without  knowing  its  meaning.  Said  a  soldier :  "We 
remember  hearing  it  sung  under  circumstances  that  for  the  time  made  us  fancy  it  was  the 
sweetest  song  we  ever  listened  to.  Our  command  had  just  reached  Frederick  City,  Md., 
after  a  distressing  forced  march,  and  going  into  bivouac  the  stafl:  to  which  we  were  attached 
took  up  their  quarters  on  the  piazza  of  a  lonely  mansion,  and  there  wrapping  themselves  in 
their  blankets,  with  their  saddles  for  pillows,  sought  needed  repose.  Sleep  would  not  come 
to  our  eyelids.  The  night  was  a  delicious  one,  it  was  warm,  but  a  slight  breeze  was  stirring, 
the  sky  was  clear  and  the  stars  shone  brilliantly.  The  stillness  was  profound,  everyone 
around  us  was  asleep,  when  suddenly  there  fell  upon  our  ears  the  song  'The  tyrant's  heel  is 
on  thy  neck,  Maryland,  my  Maryland.'  The  voice  was  a  me»zo-soprano,  full,  round  and 
clear,  and  the  charming  melody  was  sung  with  infinite  tenderness  and  delicacy  of  shading. 
We  listened  almost  breathlessly  for  it  was  the  first  time  we  had  heard  the  song,  and  as  it 
was  ended  wo  arose  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  who  it  was  that  sang  so  sweetly.  We 
found  her,"  said  the  soldier,  "in  the  por.son  of  a  plump  negro  girl  of  about  sixteen  years,  with 
a  face  blacker  than  the  smoke  in  Vulcan's  smithj-." 

Among  the  best  known  Southern  authors  of  war  songs  were  St.  George  Tucker,  com- 
poser of  the  "Southern  Cross,"  Jeff.  Thompson,  Father  Ryan,  Carrie  Bell  Sinclair,  Miss  M. 
B.  Clark  and  Miss  La  Costa.    Domestic  affection,  love  and  romance  were  frequently  woven 
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into  the  martial  songs,  and  gave  coloring  to  a  class  of  ballads  of  which  "Mother's  Farewell," 
"My  Warrior  Boy,"  "Knitting  for  the  Soldier,"  "Somebody's  Darling"  and  "By  the  Banks  of 
Red  River"  were  popular  types.  The  last  mentioned  song  was  composed  by  Mr.  E.  E.  Kidd, 
and  we  insert  it  here  as  a  fair  specimen  of  the  Southern  Romantic  School  of  War  ballads. 

0,  gone  is  the  soul  from  his  wondrous  dark  eye, 

And  gone  is  her  life's  dearest  glory; 
The  tales  of  fond  lovers  unheeded  pass  by, 

Her  heart  hears  a  single  sad  story. 
How  her  gallant  young  hero  fell  asleep  and  will  never 
Awake  from  his  dream  by  the  banks  of  Red  River. 

Chorus:— How  her  gallant  young  hero  fell  asleep  and  will  never 
Awake  from  his  dream  by  the  banks  of  Red  River. 

How  oft  to  the  window  she  rushes  to  wait, 

As  though  she  expected  his  coming. 
She  lists;  ah!  she  hears  him  swing  open  the  gate. 

And  the  song  he  was  wont  to  be  humming. 
But  she  turns,  ah!  she  feels  he's  asleep  and  will  never 
Awake  from  his  dream  by  the  banks  of  Red  River. 

Chorus. 
Ah!  many  a  sun  will  awaken  the  morn. 

All  dressed  in  its  radiant  glory. 
Ere  the  heart  of  the  maiden  shall  ever  be  torn 

From  the  woe  of  his  sorrowful  story. 
For  it  bent— it  has  broke,  oh,  it  will  never 
Arise  from  that  grave  by  the  banks  of  Red  River. 

Chorus. 

But  we  cannot  mention  each  one  of  the  countless  songs  which  inspired  our  soldiers 
North  and  South.  Although  they  were  written  at  a  time  when  these  sections  were  arrayed 
against  each  other  in  a  mortal  struggle,  tliey  have  lost  their  sting,  and  their  pleasing  melodies 
are  now  heard  from  tlie  logging  camps  of  Maine  to  the  orange  groves  of  Florida. 

Let  the  martial  songs  ring  throughout  the  land!  Their  stirring  words  will  animate  the 
hearts  of  the  people  and  keep  alive  the  patriotism  of  the  Nation  which  is  our  bulwark  of 
defense.  And  whether  the  song  be  "The  Star  Spangled  Banner'  or  "The  Bonnie  Blue  Flag," 
in  case  of  need,  strong,  brave  hearts  from  North  and  South,  from  East  and  West,  will  rally 
around  the  standard  of  our  united  country  and  fight  with  the  valor  of  their  fathers  for  the 
mighty  Republic. 
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The  subject  of  this  sketch,  Ilcnry  Clay  Work,  named  after  the  eminent  statesman,  Henry 
Clay,  was  born  in  Middletown,  Conn.,  October  1st,  1832.  He  came  from  sturdy  New  England 
parentage,  and  while  quite  young  moved  to  Illinois,  near  Quincy,  where  his  parents  settled. 
He  passed  his  boyhood  days  almost  in  want,  his  father  having  been  taken  from  home  and 
imprisoned  owing  to  his  strong  anti-slavery  views  and  active  participation  in  the  struggles 
of  his  party.  In  184.5  his  father  was  pardoned  on  condition  that  he  would  leave  the  State. 
The  family  then  returned  to  Middletown  with  the  exception  of  Henry,  who  remained  for  a 
year  longer  in  Illinois  and  then  joined  his  family  in  Connecticut.  After  a  few  months' 
advantages  at  school  in  Middletown,  Henry  was  apprenticed  to  Elisha  Geer,  of  Hartford, 
to  learn  the  printer's  trade.  He  never  had  music  lessons  except  in  a  church  singing  school 
for  a  short  period,  but  poetry  was  his  every-day  thought,  and  many  little  poems  from  his 
pen  found  their  way  into  the  newspapers  during  his  apprenticeship.  His  first  song  was 
written  in  Hartford  and  entitled  "We're  Coming,  Sister  Mary,"  which  was  sold  to  George 
Christy,  of  Christy's  Minstrels, and  became  quite  popular.  In  185.5  he  removed  to  Chicago, 
and  there  continued  his  trade  as  a  printer.  Tlie  following  year  he  married  Miss  Sarah 
Parker,  of  Hubbardton,  Mass.,  and  settled  at  Hyde  Park.  In  1860  he  wrote  "Lost  on  the 
Lady  Elgin,"  a  song  commemorating  the  terrible  disaster  to  the  steamer  of  that  name.  In 
18G1  he  wrote  "Kingdom  Coming,"  but  at  first  had  trouble  in  finding  a  publisher  for  it.  The 
civil  war  had  now  become  the  grand  event  of  our  Nation's  history,  and  its  existence  created 
a  demand  for  patriotic  songs.  Here  the  peculiar  genius  of  Mr.  Work  found  full  scope  for 
his  powers,  and  he  arranged  with  Messrs.  Root  &  Cady,  of  Chicago,  to  write  exclusively  for 
them.  His  world  renowned  war  songs  "Babylon  is  Fallen,"  "Song  of  a  Thousand  Years," 
"Marching  Through  Georgia"  and  "Wake  Nicodemus"  were  first  published  by  this  firm,  and 
all  had  immense  sales.  "Marching  Through  Georgia"  was  Work's  most  successful  song,  and 
its  stirring  melody  is  as  popular  to-day  as  ever.  After  the  close  of  the  war  Mr.  Work  made 
an  extended  tour  through  Europe,  and  while  on  the  sea  wrote  his  renowned  song  entitled 
"The  Ship  That  Xevcr  Returned."  Among  the  songs  written  by  Mr.  Work  during  the  later 
years  of  his  life  we  may  mention  "Come  Home  Father"  and  "King  Biblcr's  Army,"  both  of 
which  are  famous  temperance  songs.  His  "Grandfather's  Clock,"  "Phantom  Footsteps," 
"The  Lost  Letter"  and  "The  Prayer  on  the  Pier"  have  all  had  extraordinary  sales.  Mr. 
Work's  domestic  life  was  saddened  by  the  insanity  of  his  wife,  who  died  in  an  asylum  foi- 
the  insane  in  1883.  The  popular  song  writer  survived  his  wife  only  one  year,  dying  suddenly 
of  heart  disease  on  June  8th,  1884,  at  Hartford.  His  remains  are  interred  in  Spring  Grove 
Cemetery,  in  that  city,  where  on  memorial  days  "Our  Boys  in  Blue"  strew  flowers  on  the 
grave  of  their  poet  and  songster,  whose  words  and  melodies  led  them  to  deeds  of  valor. 
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CHARLES    CARROLL    SAWYER, 

Undoubtedly  one  of  the  most  successful  and  renowned  writers  of  War  Songs,  was  born  at 
Mystic,  Conn.,  in  the  year  1833.  His  father  was  Captain  Joshua  Sawyer,  a  well-known  ship- 
master. While  he  was  quite  young  his  parents  moved  to  New  York,  where  "Charlie,"  as 
everybody  called  him,  was  sent  to  school.  At  the  age  of  twelve  he  wrote  several  little 
sonnets,  which  drew  more  than  ordinary  attention,  but  not  until  after  the  commencement 
of  the  war  did  his  songs  begin  to  take  hold  of  the  public,  and  in  a  miraculously  ehort  time 
he  ascended  the  ladder  of  fame  and  was  acknowledged  one  of  the  most  successful  com- 
posers of  the  age.  His  songs  "When  This  Cruel  War  is  Over,"  "Who  Will  Care  for  Mother 
Now,"  "Mother  Would  Comfort  Me,"  and  others  reached  the  enormous  sale  of  over  one 
million  of  copies  and  were  sung  throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  Union  in  the 
early  days  of  the  Eebellion  and  cheered  the  wearied  marches  of  "our  boys"  over  the 
mountains  and  through  the  lowlands  of  the  then — not  sunny — but  stormy  South  in  the 
days  when  it  looked  as  if  our  Union  of  States  could  not  fail  to  be  dismembered.  One  of  his 
great  successes  which  took  through  the  country  "like  wildfire,"  was  "Mother  Would  Comfort 
Me."  This  song  was  suggested  by  a  war  incident.  A  soldier  in  one  of  the  New  York  regi- 
ments had  been  severely  wounded  and  was  taken  prisoner  at  Gettysburg.  He  was  placed 
in  a  Southern  hospital  and  when  he  was  finally  told  that  nothing  more  could  be  done  for 
him,  he  sadly  said :  "Mother  would  comfort  me  if  she  were  here."  Those  were  his  last 
words.    The  author  then  wrote  the  song,  of  which  the  following  is  the  last  verse : 

Cheerfully,  faithfully,  mother  would  stay 
Always  beside  me,  by  night  aud  by  day; 
If  I  should  murmur  or  wish  to  complaiu 
Her  gentle  voice  would  soon  calm  me  again. 
Sweetly  a  mother's  love  shines  like  a  star, 
Brightest  in  darkness,  when  light  is  afar; 
In  clouds  or  in  sunshine,  in  sorrow  or  pain, 
Mother's  affection  is  ever  the  same. 

So  it  was  with  his  other  songs.  Each  had  an  actual  fact  connected  with  a  thrilling  war 
incident  as  its  foundation.  The  words  of  all  these  songs  were  known  by  heart  by  young 
and  old  alike.  "He  was  not  afraid  to  die,"  were  the  words  telegraphed  to  a  sorrowing  Brook- 
lyn wife,  whose  husband  was  killed  on  a  Southern  battlefield  in  1864.  Charles  Carroll 
Sawyer  took  up  the  refrain  and  wrote  the  well-known  song,  closing : 

Little  ones  at  home  will  listen 

For  his  cheerful  voice  in  vain; 
But  he's  gone!  nor  tears,  nor  praying 

E'er  can  call  him  back  again. 
Those  who  cherished  him  and  loved  him 

Now  are  left  to  weep  and  sigh, 
Yet  we  have  these  words  to  cheer  us;  ' 

"He  was  not  afraid  to  die." 

So  too  was  "Who  Will  Care  for  Mother  Now?"  founded  on  a  plaintive  recollection  of  a 
bloody  battlefield.  In  1864  or  thereabouts,  every  piano  this  side  of  Dixie  resounded  it,  and 
every  belle  and  beau  was  chanting  it.    The  writer  recalls  the  first  verse : 

Why  am  I  so  weak  and  weary; 
Why  so  faint  my  heated  breath? 
All  around  to  me  seems  darkness; 
Tell  me,  comrades,  is  this  death? 
Ahl  how  well  I  know  your  answer! 
To  my  fate  I  meekly  bow 
If  you'll  only  tell  me  truly 
Who  will  care  for  mother  now? 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  war,  in  1863-64,  when  the  volunteers  were  en  route  to 
Washington,  and  when  Broadway  was  thronged  by  moving  troops  and  cheering  friends, 
every  band  was  playing  these  tunes,  and  in  numbers  of  instances  the  brave  soldier  boys  and 
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their  friends  would  burst  forth  with  the  well-known  words,  and  thousands  of  voices  took  up 
the  refrains,  and  "Sawyer's"  name  was  cheered  to  the  echo.  One  peculiarity  of  Mr. 
Sawyer's  songs  was  that  they  never  contained  one  word  of  malice  toward  any  section  of  our 
country  and  the  soldiers  of  both  armies  eagerly  sought  after  thorn,  and  many  a  camp-fire 
was  made  happy  by  his  pathetic  melodies  and  loving  words.  Apropos  of  the  kindly  spirit 
felt  toward  Mr.  Sawyer  at  the  South  as  well  as  the  North  we  quote  the  following  from  the 
Federal  Union  of  Milledgeville,  Ga.  : 

"We  do  not  see  how  the  sections  rent  in  twain  are  ever  to  be  reunited  in  good  faith  if  the 
noblest  men  who  live  in  the  North  and  South,  when  they  put  forth  great  exertions  to  blot 
out  the  painful  memories  of  the  past,  are  not  encouraged.  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  is  one  of 
the  North's  most  gifted  sons.  His  songs  gush  from  his  soul  as  naturally  as  the  water  gushes 
from  the  mountain  rock,  and  they  are  just  as  pure,  sweet  and  refreshing.  His  sentiments 
are  fraught  with  the  greatest  tenderness,  and  never  one  word  has  he  written  about  the 
South  or  the  war  that  could  wound  the  sore  chords  of  a  Southern  heart.  He  is  a  gentleman 
moreover,  of  a  wonderful  versatility  of  genius.  He  cannot  only  write  songs  in  the  language 
of  rapture,  but  he  can  compose  as  sweet  strains  of  music  as  ever  mingled  melody  with  har- 
mony. We  trust  that  his  songs  will  be  sung  and  his  exquisite  airs  will  be  warbled  and 
played  throughout  our  sunny  regions,  and  that  the  heart  of  the  South  will  rise  up  to  shake 
hands  with  all  such  hearts  as  his  whenever  and  wherever  they  meet  them  or  from  whatso- 
ever point  of  the  compass  they  hail." 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  may  live  many  years  to  cheer  our  friends 
with  his  beautiful  songs. 


DR.    GEORGE    F.    ROOT. 


Foremost  in  the  ranks  of  American  war  song  writers  stands  Dr.  Root,  who  was  born  in 
1820  at  ShefBcld,  Mass.  He  is  still  living  and  is  actively  employed  in  the  city  of  Chicago. 
These  songs  gave  Dr.  Root  his  wide-spread  reputation,  which  will  endure  as  long  as  people 
will  interest  themselves  in  the  popular  songs  of  this  country.  Mr.  Root  attended  the  district 
school,  but  his  mind  leaned  more  towards  music  than  books.  He  early  picked  up  all  the 
instruments  he  could  get  hold  of,  and  attempted  to  master  them.  He  was  a  lover  of  the 
beauties  of  nature,  and  the  lovely  scenes  of  his  home  in  the  Housatonic  Valley  failed  not  to 
impress  his  imaginative  and  poetic  mind.  His  love  for  music  developed  year  after  year, 
until  it  became  the  one  absorbing  passion  with  him.  The  farm  became  too  quiet  and  appeared 
too  small  for  him;  he  longed  to  enter  the  great  world  without  and  beyond ;  in  short,  he 
craved  distinction  and  honor.  When  about  eighteen  years  of  age  he  left  his  native  home 
and  went  to  Boston  in  search  of  better  musical  instructions,  aspiring  at  the  same  time  to 
make  music  his  life's  work.  Fortune  smiled  upon  him,  for  he  soon  found  employment  with 
A.  B.  John.son,  tben  a  teacher  in  the  Hub.  He  took  young  Root  under  his  car(>,  examined 
his  gifts,  and  being  pleased  with  them  ho  gave  him  not  only  employment,  but  also  a  place  at 
his  own  fireside.  K  little  later  tlie  young  country  musician  became  a  partner  in  Mr.  John- 
son's school.  Being  of  an  active  turn  of  mind,  Mr.  Root  now  increased  his  field  of  us(<ful- 
ness  and  hia  financial  income  by  acting  as  leader  of  several  choirs.  Prior  to  1835  Dr. 
Lowell  Mason  had  organized  teachers'  classes,  which  held  their  meetings  in  connection  with 
the  Boston  Academy  of  Music.  These  classes  some  years  later  split,  and  a  portion  of  the 
students  went  to  New  York.  'Mr.  Root's  name  appears  in  connection  with  this  fight.  About 
five  years  later  he  too  went  to  New  York,  having  been  invited  there  by  Jacob  Abbott,  the 
principal  of  the  Abbott  Institute.  His  reputation  as  teacher  spread  so  rapidly  that  soon  he 
was  invited  to  give  instructions  in  several  other  institutions  of  the  same  kind,  and  while 
thus  employed  he  also  conducted  the  music  in  Mercer  Street  Presbyterian  Church.  The 
desire  to  see  Europe  and  to  drink  in  the  wisdom  of  the  best  teachers  there,  prompted  Dr. 
Root  to  cross  the  Atlantic   in   1850.     He  remained  abroad  only  one  year,  but  despite 
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the  shortness  of  his  stay  he  made  very  rapid  progress.  About  this  time  he  began  writing 
songs,  which  became  very  popular.  His  talents  attracted  much  attention,  and  he  was  in- 
vited by  Messrs.  Mason  &  Bradbury  to  join  them  in  the  making  of  churcli  music  books.  He 
now  retired  from  the  field  of  teaching,  and  devoted  himself  to  composing  music  and  to 
holding  conventions.  In  1860  Dr.  Root  settled  in  Chicago.  He  entered  the  music  pub- 
lishing business  with  Mr.  Cady,  and  the  newly  formed  firm  soon  became  well-known  all  over 
the  country.  It  was,  however,  mainly  Dr.  Root's  connection  with  the  business  that  gave  it 
its  reputation,  and  the  popularity  of  his  songs  made  it  rich.  He  afterward  wrote  larger 
works,  completed  new  church  music  books,  and  wrote  many  new  songs.  When  the  war 
broke  out  Dr.  Root  was  deeply  affected  by  public  events,  and  this  produced  the  many  war 
songs,  which  at  once  became  popular,  and  which  never  have  lost  their  popularity.  Great 
upheavals  always  arouse  popular  sentiment,  and  when  talented  men's  minds  and  hearts 
are  effectually  stirred  they  usually  produce  that  which  is  great,  while  the  public  is  always 
ready  at  such  times  to  take  up  that  which  expresses  public  sentiment.  It  is  a  great  privilege 
thus  to  draw  near  to  the  public  heart,  even  if  the  productions  that  come  from  our  pens  are 
humble  when  viewed  in  the  light  of  art.  One  of  his  earliest  efforts  was  the  famous 
"Battle-Cry  of  Freedom,"  which  was  sung  by  the  then  well-known  Hutchinson  family  at  a 
great  mass  meeting  in  New  York  in  1861.  It  was  at  once  liked  and  was  repeatedly  called  for 
by  the  people.  Since  then  it  has  never  lost  its  hold  on  the  Xorthern  populace.  His  songs  are 
too  numerous  to  be  mentioned  here,  so  we  leave  it  to  the  reader  to  examine  them  for 
himself.  The  great  Chicago  fire  entailed  a  loss  of  about  $200,000  to  the  firm  of  Root  «& 
Cady,  and  this  loss  was  too  great  for  it  to  stand.  The  firm  was  compelled  to  sell  out, 
and  the  entire  stock  of  plates  was  purchased  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons.  Dr.  Root  still  lives  in 
Chicago ;  though  advanced  in  years,  he  is  still  active  as  a  writer,  composer,  and  conductor 
of  conventions.  His  was  indeed  a  busy  life.  He  was  permitted  to  speak  to  the  people  when 
they  were  most  excited,  and  also  least  ready  to  hear,  but  he  sang  himself  into  their  hearts, 
and  he  will  ever  retain  a  warm  place  there.  May  he  live  to  enjoy  his  spotless  reputation  for 
many  years  to  come. 


FRANCIS    SCOTT    KEY. 


The  author  of  "The  Star  Spangled  Banner"  was  born  in  Frederick  County,  M.aryland,  in 
the  year  1779.  He  was  educated  at  St.  John's  College,  Annapolis,  and  having  completed  his 
college  course,  he  turned  his  attention  to  law,  which  he  finally  practiced  as  a  profession. 
He  began  at  Frederick  City,  where  he  became  celebrated  as  a  jurist.  This  led  to  his  obtain- 
ing the  position  of  District  Attorney  of  the  District  of  Columbia,  which  he  held  for  several 
years.  He  is  famous  throughout  the  country  as  the  author  of  one  of  our  National  hymns, 
which  was  produced  under  very  singular  circumstances.  Our  National  flag,  the  beautiful 
Star  Spangled  Banner,  was  first  unfolded  in  the  harbor  of  Baltimore,  and  it  was  in  the  same 
harbor  that  the  hymn  in  praise  of  that  banner  was  written.  It  was  in  the  year  1814,  after  the 
destruction  of  Washington  by  the  British  forces,  that  Fr.ancis  Scott  Key,  in  company  with 
another  person,  was  sent  to  the  English  fleet  to  negotiate  for  the  release  of  some  prisoners  of 
war.  The  English  had  planned  the  bombardment  of  Fort  McIIenry,  which  meant  an  attack 
on  Baltimore,  and  fearing  that  young  Key  would  reveal  the  secret,  he  having  noticed  the 
preparations  on  the  deck  of  the  vessel,  they  kept  the  two  delegates  on  board  during  the 
night,  and  thus  they  were  made  involuntary  and  also  most  indignant  spectators  of  the  attack. 
The  navy  bombarded  Fort  McHenry,  while  the  land  forces  fought  a  battle  at  North  Point. 
This  took  place  on  the  l'2th  of  September.  The  bombardment  lasted  throughout  the  greater 
part  of  the  night,  and  it  is  easily  understood  that  the  two  American  spectators  awaited  the 
results  with  intense  interest.  By  the  light  of  the  rockets  flying  in  the  air,  and  by  the  glare 
of  the  bursting  shells,  they  watched  the  American  flag.  Seeing  it  still  wave  proudly  from 
the  high  flag-staft',  their  hearts  beat  joyfully,  for  it  was  a  token  of  the  fact  that  the  Fort  was 
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holding  out.  Anxiously  and  patiently  they  looked  for  the  grand  emblem  of  liberty  un- 
til suddenly,  towards  morning,  the  bombardment  ceased.  Key  and  his  companion  could 
no  longer  see  the  flag,  and  both  wero,  therefore,  in  a  state  of  distress,  lest  the  Fort  had 
surrendered.  But  when  day  broke  and  the  sun  shone  once  more  on  the  beautiful  flag  of 
the  American  Union,  they  saw  "that  the  flag  was  still  there."  It  was  under  the  pressure  of 
that  moment's  excitement  that  Key  wrote  the  famous  ver.«cs  known  as  "The  Star  Spangled 
Banner."  Some  say  they  were  written  in  the  night  by  the  light  of  the  rockets  and  the  glare 
of  the  bursting  shells,  but  the  former  statement  evidently  is  correct.  This  took  place  in  the 
night  of  the  12th  of  September,  just  thirty-nine  years  after  the  flag  was  for  the  first  time 
raised  in  the  harbor  of  Baltimore.  Upon  his  return  to  the  city.  Key  at  once  copied  the 
verses,  which  had  been  written  upon  the  cover  of  a  letter.  He  sent  them  to  the  office  of  the 
American,  but  both  editors  and  printers  had  enlisted.  The  apprentice,  however,  set  up  the 
song,  struck  oft'  a  few  copies,  distributed  them,  and  it  at  once  took  possession  of  the  popular 
heart.  The  music  is  ascribed  to  Mr.  Charles  Durang,  an  actor,  but  it  is  evident  that  the  tune 
is  of  foreign  origin— probably  Irish.  The  melody  is  a  good  one,  and  very  appropriate  as  a 
National  air,  yet  it  lacks  in  many  respects.  It  spreads  over  too  many  notes,  and  is  therefore 
difficult  for  the  masses  to  sing.  This  hymn  was  played  in  Mew  Orleans  in  1815,  and  was  used 
as  a  welcome  to  the  British  there.  It  was  heard  in  all  Mexican  towns  where  our  troops  had 
entered,  and  during  the  late  war  it  was  sung  and  played  in  all  camps,  on  the  high  seas,  at 
public  meetings ;  in  fact,  there  was  not  a  gathering  of  any  kind  connected  with  the  war,  at 
which  "The  Star  Spangled  Banner"  was  not  heard.  On  this  one  song  rests  Key's  literary  fame. 
It  is  a  shame,  however,  that  the  composer  of  the  melody  is  not  famous.  In  1874  James 
Lick,  of  San  Francisco,  donated  $150,000  for  the  erection  of  a  monument  in  that  city,  in 
honor  of  the  man  who  gave  us  "The  Star  Spangled  Banner,"  and  the  honor  was  fully  deserved. 
Key  left  us  besides  our  National  hymn,  many  other  poems.    He  died  in  1843. 


JOHN    HOWARD    PAYNE. 


He  who  sang  sweetest  of  home,  knew  not  the  joys  of  home.  This  is  true  of  John  Howard 
Payne,  who  was  born  in  New  York  in  1792  and  died  in  Tunis,  North  Africa,  in  1852. 
The  reader  may  ask  the  question,  what  connection  had  Payne  with  the  war,  and  why  should 
his  name  appear  among  those  who  wrote  our  war  songs.  In  answer  we  will  say,  that  among 
the  many  songs  heard  from  the  lips  of  the  brave  warriors  both  North  and  South,  there  was 
no  melody  more  tenderly  loved  and  sung  with  deeper  emotion  than  Payne's  "Home,  Sweet 
Home."  While  employed  as  a  clerk  in  a  store,  and  when  yet  quite  young,  Payne  engaged 
in  literary  work,  publishing  a  periodical  called  the  Tospiaii  Mirror.  In  ISO",  being  tlien  but 
fifteen  years  of  age,  he  edited  twenty-five  numbers  of  a  periodical  called  the  Pastime.  When 
seventeen  years  of  age  he  appeared  for  the  first  time  as  an  actor  on  the  stage,  and  through- 
out his  life  he  was  connected  with  it  in  one  way  or  another.  Meeting  with  success,  he  sailed 
for  England  in  1813,  appearing  first  in  Drury  Lane  Theater.  He  remained  many  years  in 
England,  devoting  himself  mainly  to  the  writing  of  plays.  These,  as  a  rule,  were  successful, 
but  while  the  managers  became  rich  through  Payne's  mental  efforts,  he  himself  remained 
poor.  It  was  for  a  stage  piece  of  his  called  "Clari"  that  he  wrote  his  now  famous  lines  of 
"Home,  Sweeet  Home.  "Clari"  was  first  intended  for  a  drama,  but  was  afterward  changed 
into  an  opera,  and  it  is  in  connection  with  it  that  Payne's  words  wore  put  to  a  Sicilian  air, 
which  is  now  so  much  admired,  and  which  is  known  among  all  English-speaking  people.  To 
show  how  popular  the  song  was  from  the  very  first,  we  will  here  state  that  over  one 
hundred  thousand  copies  were  sold  during  the  first  year  of  its  publication,  which  took  place 
in  1832.  In  the  same  year  Payne  returned  to  his  native  country.  He  now  became  interested 
in  politics  and  in  the  year  1851  was  given  an  appointment  as  Consul  General  to  Tunis,  Africa. 
This  appointment  he  received  because  nobody  else  wanted  it,  and  thus  the  man  with  a  literary 
reputation  abroad  anil  at  home  had  to  be  satisfied  with  the  crumlis  that  fell  from  the  public 
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table.  For  six  years  Payne  occupied  this  isolated  position,  after  which  he  returned  to  his 
native  country.  He  tried  his  hand  once  more  at  literary  labor,  publishing  a  new  pamphlet, 
which  proved,  however,  a  failure.  Seeing  no  better  prospects  before  him,  he  returned  to 
Tunis  as  Consul  General  in  1851,  and  in  April  of  the  following  year  he  died.  Thus  the  man 
who  sang  so  sweetly  of  home  died  in  a  far  off  country  without  having  tasted  the  very 
pleasures  of  which  he  wrote  with  so  much  fervor.  Doubtless  there  were  many  who  felt 
sorry  for  poor  Payne,  but  for  all  that  it  must  be  said  of  him  that  he  died  in  a  foreign  country 
comfortless  and  homeless.  For  many  years  Payne's  remains  were  allowed  to  rest  in  their 
distant  grave,  until  at  last  by  order  of  our  Government  they  were  brought  back  to  American 
soil  for  decent  burial.  Payne's  literary  works  have  passed  away,  and  would  in  all  probability 
never  have  been  mentioned  again  were  it  not  for  the  eight  lines,  which  give  him  a  universal 
reputation.  And  these  lines  in  themselves  would  not  have  lived  had  it  not  been  for  the  fact 
that  they  so  well  express  a  sentiment  dear  to  all  civilized  people.  Thus  we  see  great  things 
perish,  while  little  things  live.  The  larger  works  of  Payne,  upon  which  he  bestowed  great 
care  and  much  labor,  are  out  lived  by  a  little  poem  which  he  wrote  hastily,  never  thinking 
for  a  moment  that  his  reputation  would  depend  upon  it.  But  then  happy  is  he  who  has 
gained  immortality  even  if  it  is  secured  only  by  the  eight  simple  lines  known  as  Home, 
Sweet  Home. 


STEPHEN    C.    FOSTER. 


Whenever  the  subject  of  National  or  folks'  songs  is  mentioned  Stephen  Collins  Foster's 
name  is  sure  to  come  up,  for  he,  above  all  American  composers,  wrote  for  the  people,  hence 
his  memory  is  fondly  revered  by  them.  He  too  has  given  us  some  war  songs,  the  best  of 
which  are  "We've  a  Million  in  the  Field,"  "Stand  by  the  Flag,"  "For  the  Dear  Old  Flag  I 
Die"  and  "Was  My  Brother  in  the  Battle,"  all  of  which  appear  in  this  collection.  Stephen 
Collins  Foster  was  born  on  the  Fourth  of  July,  1826,  at  Lawrenceburg,  Pa.,  a  town  founded 
by  his  father,  and  long  since  incorporated  in  the  city  of  Pittsburg.  His  father  came  from 
Virginia  and  was  an  early  settler  in  Western  Pennsylvania.  Young  Foster  first  attended 
an  academy  in  Allegheny,  Pa.,  then  he  entered,  in  1839,  a  school  in  Athens,  finally  beginning 
his  regular  college  course  at  Jefferson  College,  Cannonsburg,  Pa.,  two  years  later.  After 
finishing  his  education  he  entered  the  employ  of  his  brother  in  Cincinnati  as  a  book-keeper, 
a  position  for  which  he  was  well  fitted.  While  living  in  Cincinnati  he  studied  German  and 
French,  and  indulged  his  fondness  for  drawing  and  painting.  Foster's  musical  gifts  showed 
themselves  very  early.  When  but  seven  years  of  age  he  played  cleverly  on  the  flageolet, 
later  he  also  attained  a  moderate  proficiency  on  the  piano  and  the  flute.  He  had  a  clear, 
yet  not  a  strong  voice,  which  he  had  under  perfect  control.  While  yet  at  Athens  he  wrote 
his  first  composition,  a  waltz,  which  was  rendered  at  Commencement.  The  composition 
coming  from  one  so  young,  attracted  a  good  deal  of  attention.  This  display  of  talent  at 
once  put  him  at  the  head  of  all  musical  affairs  in  the  school,  and  no  serenading  party  or 
home  musicale  was  complete  unless  Stephen  Foster  was  the  leader.  He  sought  the  company 
of  good  musicans  at  home,  joined  Mr.  Kleber's  singing  society,  and  wrote  several  numbers 
for  the  same.  When  at  a  later  period  a  minstrel  troupe  came  to  Pittsburg,  young  Foster 
attended  their  performance.  He  succeeded  in  having  one  of  his  songs  performed  by  them, 
which  pleased  the  public.  This  was  "Oh,  Susanna,"  which  was  published  in  1842,  and  became 
at  once  very  popular.  This  success  stirred  him  up  to  still  greater  activity,  until  song  after 
song  was  published,  all  of  which  more  or  less  enjoyed  unparalleled  popularity.  He 
attended  all  negro  camp-meetings  ho  could  reach,  listening  to  the  songs  of  colored  people, 
gathering  new  ideas,  and  in  this  lies  the  secret  of  his  great  success  as  a  writer  of  negro 
melodies.  Foster's  love  for  song  was  deep-rooted.  He  would  go  into  a  quiet  ecstasy  over  a 
pretty  melody  and  a  bit  of  rich  harmony.  His  friends  advised  him  to  study  music,  but  he 
declined,  fearing  to  do  so  lest  he  would  destroy  his  own  originality.  In  his  later  years,  how- 
ever, he  learned  to  admire  the  works  of  the  masters.    Personally  he  was  beloved  by  all  who 
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knew  him.  He  had  hosts  of  friends,  for  in  character  he  was  modest,  unassuming,  rather  timid 
and  retiring,  almost  as  shy  as  a  girl,  although  at  times  he  exhibited  a  good  deal  of  manly 
independence.  Many  of  his  songs  are  addressed  to  Jennie.  This  was  the  name  of  his  wife, 
the  daughter  of  Dr.  A.  N.  McDowell,  of  Pittsburg,  whom  he  married  in  1854.  Bright  were 
their  prospects,  and  bright  they  would  have  continued  had  not  Foster  yielded  to  his  appetite 
for  drink.  At  last  in  18G0  he  left  his  family,  and  settled  in  New  York,  where  he  kept  a  little 
grocery  on  the  corner  of  Hester  and  Christie  streets.  In  person  Foster  was  slight,  a  little 
below  medium  height.  His  face  was  long  and  closely  shaven,  his  eyes  were  soft  and  brown, 
his  forehead  was  lofty,  his  hair  brown  and  silky.  Sometimes  when  looking  at  him  he  appeared 
youthful  and  again  aged,  so  that  he  might  have  been  considered  of  any  age  between  twenty- 
five  and  fifty.  He  was  a  very  brilliant  and  interesting  conversationalist  whenever  he  felt 
free  to  indulge  in  this  particular  gift.  Foster  was  boarding  in  the  American  Hotel,  where 
he  took  sick  with  fever  and  ague.  'While  engaged  in  dressing  himself  on  the  12th  of 
January,  18G4,  he  suddenly  fainted  and  fell,  cutting  himself  severely  on  a  piece  of  broken 
crockery.  He  soon  afterwards  recovered  his  senses,  but  conversed  very  little  after  that  sad 
incident.  Friends  had  him  immediately  removed  to  the  Bellevue  Hospital,  where  he 
lingered  for  some  time  and  then  died.  It  was  on  the  morning  of  the  13tli  of  January  when 
the  attendant  came  to  dress  his  wounds.  Foster  feared  tlie  operation  would  hurt  him,  and 
he  whispered  "Oh,  wait  till  to-morrow."  These  were  his  last  words.  A  gasp  followed,  his 
head  fell  back,  and  he  sank  back  dead  into  the  arms  of  his  attendant.  Thus  poor  Foster, 
whose  melodies  were  sung  by  hundreds  and  thousands  of  tongues,  died  lonely  in  a  large  city, 
scarcely  known  by  anyone.  His  body  was  placed  in  a  coffin  and  conveyed  to  his  former 
home.  To  the  credit  of  the  Pennsylvania  Railroad  Company  it  must  be  said  that  the  dead 
body  of  the  most  popular  song  writer  of  America  was  conveyed  home,  free  of  charge.  His 
funeral  was  attended  by  an  immense  concourse  of  people,  comprising  botli  the  rich  and 
poor  of  Pittsburg.  Musicians  attended  in  large  force,  singing  some  of  the  dead  composer's 
melodies.  They  buried  him,  by  the  side  of  his  parents,  near  the  spot  where  he  was  born. 
Foster's  songs  are  too  numerous  to  be  mentioned  hero,  but  almost  all  of  them  had  tremen- 
dous sales.  His  most  famous  song  is  "Old  Folks  at  Homo,"  in  which  the  composer  expected 
to  rival  "Home,  Sweet  Home."  During  the  last  few  years  of  his  life  the  character  of  his  songs 
changed.  His  productions  became  more  devotional,  and  as  he  grew  older  he  sang  more  and 
more  of  love  and  home.  Alasl  this  is  the  old  story  over  again.  Men  usually  sing  sweetest 
of  that  which  they  have  not  and  which  they  can  never  get.  Foster  was  a  poet,  as  his  songs 
attest.  Both  words  and  music  of  most  of  them  are  his  own,  and  while  no  doubt  he  wrote 
much  that  is  silly  and  unworthy  of  his  pen,  he  also  wrote  songs  that  will  abide  forever.  The 
spirit  of  love  breathes  out  of  them,  and  but  few  will  bo  favored  to  write  and  sing  as  he  did. 
He  never  aimed  at  a  mark  beyond  his  reach,  but  vfos  content  to  write  as  he  felt.  He  was 
satisfied  to  be  called  a  popular  song  writer,  and  as  such  the  American  people  will  ever  love 
him,  and  as  such  he  deserves  a  conspicuous  place  in  a  volume  like  this. 


A.    E.    BLACKMAR. 


The  name  of  this  composer  was  familiar  in  all  Southern  States,  Mr.  Blackmar  having 
been  one  of  the  prominent  music  publishers  of  the  'South,  and  also  the  composer  of  many 
popular  Southern  war  songs.  He  was  a  Northern  man,  and  was  born  in  1826.  He  came 
to  Ohio,  entered  the  Western  Reserve  College,  from  which  institution  he  graduated  in 
1845.  After  finishing  his  colbge  course  he  went  South,  where  he  has  resided  ever  since.  His 
first  employment  was  teaching  music,  his  attention  having  been  mainly  directed  to  the 
training  of  orchestras  and  brass  bands.  Being  weary  of  this  occupation  and  desiring  a  more 
permanent  location,  he  settled  in  New  Orleans,  whore  he  engaged  in  tlie  business  of  music 
publishing.  He  issued  many  war  songs,  which  became  very  popular  and  found  their  way  into 
all  the  Confederate  States.     When  the  city  of  Now  Orleans  was  taken  by  tlic  Federal  forces 
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all  connection  with  the  Southern  States  ceased,  and  this  new  order  of  things,  of  course,  very 
materially  interfered  with  Mr.  Blackxnar's  trade  interests.  It  is  owing  to  this  fact  that  it  is 
difficult  to  obtain  copies  of  many  of  the  once  popular  Southern  war  songs,  a  large 
collection  of  the  best  of  which  are  included  in  this  book.  Mr.  Blackmar  wrote  under 
his  own  name  and  under  that  of  Armand,  and  his  songs  were  popular  under  both;"The 
Southron's  Chaunt  of  Defiance,"  the  words  of  which  came  from  the  pen  of  a  Kentucky 
lady,  was  very  popular.  Another  publication  of  his,  "For  Bales,"  is  set  to  the  familiar 
tune  "AVhen  Johnny  Comes  Marching  Home."  Another  of  his,  "That  Bugler,"  is  set  to  the 
familiar  college  song,  "Upidee,"  showing  that  Mr.  Blackmar  had  not  forgotten  his  college 
days  and  their  musical  associations.  He  also  supplied  the  world-famous  "Marseillaise"  with 
original  words  adapted  to  Southern  sentiments,  which  was  very  popular.  His  song  mtitled 
"Carolina"  was  another  production  which  touched  the  Southern  heart,  reminding  ont  some- 
what in  its  sentiment  at  least  of  that  most  popular  of  Southern  songs,  "My  Marj'land." 
Mr.  Blackmar  is  still  living,  but  the  latest  tidings  from  his  Southei'n  home  make  us  fear  that 
ere  this  book  is  published  his  life's  work  will  be  closed. 


H.    L.    SCHREINER. 


Mr.  Schreiuer  was  born  in  Germany  in  1832,  and  came  to  this  country  in  1849.  Soon  after 
his  arrival  in  America  he  settled  in  Macon,  Ga.,  where  he  did  business  under  the  firm  name 
of  John  Schreiner  &  Sons.  In  1862  Mr.  Schreiner  bought  the  business  of  W.  I).  Zogbaum 
&  Co.,  Savannah,  Ga.,  opening  at  the  same  time  a  branch  store  in  Augusta,  Ga.  When  the 
war  broke  out  he  discontinued  teaching  and  having  purchased  a  font  of  music  type  in  Phila- 
delphia, which  successfully  ran  the  blockade  via  Kashville,  Louisville  and  Cincinnati, 
began  publishing  Confederate  music,  establishing  himself  in  Macon.  After  the  fall  of 
New  Orleans,  the  firm  of  Schreiner  &  Co.  was  the  only  music  publishing  house  in  the 
Confederacy,  which  gave  to  their  publications  an  increased  sale.  Mr.  Schreiner  also  gave 
many  concerts  in  different  cities  for  the  benefit  of  the  Confederate  soldiers'  hospitals,  and 
for  the  soldiers'  relief  societies,  until  at  last  Savannah  was  taken  by  the  Union  troops  in 
December,  18G4.  Since  then  he  has  continued  in  business  in  Savannah,  publishing  music  and 
dealing  in  musical  instruments.  Among  his  songs  we  will  mention  "The  Mother  of  the 
Soldier  Boy,"  poetry  by  T.  Haynes  Baly,  Esq.,  "When  Upon  the  Field  of  Glory"  is  an 
answer  to  the  popular  song  so  well-known  at  one  time,  "When  This  Cruel  AVar  is  Over." 
The  poetry  to  this  song  is  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  John  H.  Hewitt.  Mr.  Schreiner's  most 
popular  song  is  "The  Soldier's  Grave,"  words  by  D.  Otto  Lengui.  The  melody  is  the  popular 
tune  "The  Old  Arm  Chair,"  by  Kussell.  He  also  adapted  the  familiar  Irish  air,  "The 
AVearing  of  the  Green"  to  the  words  "The  Wearing  of  the  Grey."  Mr.  Schreiner's  most 
popular  productions,  which  were  great  favorites  in  the  South  during  the  war,  are  all 
embodied  in  this  work. 
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rightl       Let  the  free-born    song      of    the  North      a  -   rise       In    pow'r's    a-veng-ing 
land,         And  the  bound-ing   hearts    of    the    pat-  riot  throng  Now    firm  -   \y    take  their 
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night ;  Shall    the    glo  -  rious        Un    -    ion      our  fath  -   er's       made        By 

stand;  We     will  bow        no        more        to       the     ty    -   rant        few,        Wl'io 

knell;  For     the   arm        of         free  -  dom       is    migh   -   ty         still,  Its 


(9 


COPYUKJlir   MUCCCLXII    IfY    KOOT  4   CAUY. 


22 


4* 


THE    FIRST    GUN    IS    FIRED  1 


E 


'^- 


1 


-0— 


-0^ 


ruth   -  less      hands       be  sun 

scorn      our        long       for    -     bear 
strength  shall      fail         us  nev 


der'd?      And         we  of        free    -     dom's 

ing,         But        with        Co    -    lum    -     bia's 
er,  That    strength   we'll     give        to     our 


■fr. 


fS 


^^lig 


T=FT 


^m 


^^ 


m^- 


--I H 


3= 


:s=i^ 


1^ 


^^=^- 


i 


It 


sa    -    cred     rights  By  trai  -  t'roua      foes         be  plun        -        der'd?  A 

stars        and      stripes       We'll     quench  their       trai  -   t'rous        dar  -  ing.  A 

right  -  ecus      cause      And  our    glo  -   rious      land        for    -      ev  -  er.  A 


t^ 


r^ 


-m^m 


*33Ej*=SEi 


.  I  <  J  »    I"*  -4 
w       s       4       t 


3^ 


m^\    \    J    J: 


^ 


i 


*fe 


i 


-    rise,         a  -  rise,         a  -  rise ! 

[L#-i rv— 1 N 


m 


s 


And  gird      ye      for      the        fight,. 


And 


^ 


^ 


^s^Ei^^m 


P# 


i 


t=t=t 


I      I 


? — W- 


rr 


tt: 


Jtzj^^ 


let         our      watch  -  word  ev     -      er  be,     "Jlay        God        pro-tect      the     right.' 


3^ 


3^^ 


P^ 


--^^ — ^- 


THE    FIRST    GUN    TS    FIRED! 


23 


CHORUS. 
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TRAMP!    TRAMP!    TRAMP! 


(THE  PRISONER'S  HOPE.) 

Words  and  Music  bv  Geo.  F.  Root. 


Tempo  di  Marda. 
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swept  us  off      a  hundred  men  or  more, 
come    to     o  -  pen  wide  the    i  -  ron  door. 
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But     be-fore  we  reach' d  their  lines  They  were 
And   the    hollow  eye  grows  bright,  And   the. 


COPYRIGHT  MDCCCLXI,   BY   ROOT  *   CADY. 


TRAMP!  TRAMP!  TRAMP! 


25 


:3=n: 


-^— N- 


*-|^- 


-f^T- 


-s^ 


-t^--^- 


ntt 


B 
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ON,    ON,    ON,    THE    BOYS    CAME    MARCHING! 

OR    THE    PRISONER    FREE. 

(SEQUEL    TO    "TRAMP,    TRAMP.    TRAMP.") 

Words  and  Music  by  GEO.  F.  Root. 
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On,  on,   on,         the  boys  came    marching,  Like  a    grand 


jes  -  tic   sea.   And  they 


^     P     P     w 


1^.- 


^ 


^— *— 1^ 


-fEB 


^ 


^ 


^1^^ 


^ 


-4      d      d      -4- 


^t 


f 


:^4=*: 


SE^E^ 


:M-^ 


^^^ 


-^ ^ 


^ 


^K 


'^  '^  '^^^•S 


^^^^^^^^^^mm 


dash'd  away  the guard.From  the  heavy     i-  rou  door.  And  we  stood  beneath  the  stai-ry  banner,  frei 
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dash'd  away  the  guard, From  the  heavy    1  -  rou  door,  And  we  stood  beneath  the  starry  banner,  free. 


dash'd  away   the  guard, From  the  heavy     1  -  ron  door.  And  we  stood  beneath  the  starry  banner,  free. 
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JUST    BEFORE    THE    BATTLE,    MOTHER. 


Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


Tenderly. 
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1.  Just        be- fore  the   bat- tie,  Mother,  I 

2.  Oh  I    long  to     see  you.  Mother,  And 

3.  Hark!      I    bear  the    bu -  gles  sounding,  'Tis 


am  thinking  most  of    you, 
the  lov  -  ing  ones  at    home, 
the    sig  -  nal   for    the    fight, 
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While      up -on    the  field  we'rewatching, 
But        I'll  nev-er  leave  our  banner, 
Xow      may  (iod  pro-tect   us,    Mother, 


With  the  en  -  e  -  my  in  view- 
Till  in  hon  -  or  I  can  come. 
As          he     ev  -  er   doeB  the    right. 
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Com  -  rades  brave  are  round  me  ly-  ing, 
Tell  the  traitors,  all  a-round  you. 
Hear      the  "Bat-tie   Cry    of     Freedom,' 


Fill'd    with  tho't  of  home  aud  God  ;  For 

That    their  cru  -  el  words,  we  know,  In 

IIow       it  swells  up  -  on   the     air.  Oh, 
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well  they  know  that  on  the  morrow, 
eve  -  ry  bat- tie  kill  our  soldiers 
yes        we'll  ral  -  ly  round  the  standard, 


Some  will  sleep  beneath  the  sod. 
By  the  help  they  give  the  foe. 
Or        we'll  per-ish     no  -  bly    there. 


i5s* 
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*  la  some  of  the  divisions  of  our  array  the  "Battle  Cry"  is  sung,  when  ROlnis  Into  action,  by  order  of  tlie 
commanding  officers. 
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JUST    BEFORE    THE    BATTLE,    MOTHER. 
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Fare-wcll,Motlier,you  may  never 


Press   nie  toyour  heart  a  -  giiin  ;      But 
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Fare-well, Mother.you  may  never,you  may  nev-er,Mother,  Press  me  toyourhearta  -  gain;     But 
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Fare-well,Mother,you  may  never,you  may  nev-er,Mother,  Press   me  to  your  lieart  a  -  gain;     But 
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O,  you' 11  not  forget  me,  Mother, 


If     I'mnumber'dwiththeslain. 
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O,  you'll  not  forget  me,  Mother,  you  will  not  forget  me     If     I'mnumber'dwiththeslain. 

ritard. 
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O,  you'll  not  forget  me,  Mother,you  will  not  forget  me     If     I'm  number' d  with  tlie  slain. 
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JUST    AFTER    THE    BATTLE. 


Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


With  eiprc^irion. 
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1.  Still        lip  -  on    the  field  of     bat     -     tie,  I  am    ly  -  ing,  Mother    dear, 

2.  Oh         the  first  great  charge  was  fear  -   ful,  And         a   thousand  brave  men  fell, 
?>.     Oh         the   glorious  cheer  of     tri     -     umph,       When       the  foe-man  turn' d  and  fled, 
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JUST    AFTER    THE    BATTLE. 


fifct"^ 

— s> — 

*  '     1  f    0    0      N 

i  ■" 

F^^^=*=^ 

-^4-*-#-^-l-t^— 

— 1 — 

^    >          « 

~sr—.— 

5 — . 

\f 

Witli       ray  wounded  comrades  wait    -     ing, 
Still         a  -  mid   tiie  dreadful   car    -     nage, 
Leav  ■  iiiij     us     the  field  of      bat    -      tie, 


For        the  morning    to     ap  -  pear. 
I  was  safe  from  shot  and  shell. 

Strewn  with   dv  -  ing  and  with  dead. 
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ny  sleep  to    wa  -  kea  nev     -      er,              In 
a  -  mid  the    fa  -  tal    show    -     er,               I 
the   tor-ture  and   the    an     -     guish,         That 

this  world  of  strife  and  death, 

had  near-  ly  pass'd  the   day, 

I  could  not  fol  -  low    on. 

And 

When 

But 
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With      their  fee-  ble     dy  -  ing  breath. 
And         I   sunk    a  -  mid  the    fray. 
I        must  wait  till  morning's  dawn. 
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Motli    -    er  dear, your  boy    is   wouinl    -     ed,         And        the  night  is  drear  with  pain,  But 
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with  pain, 
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Moth  -   er  dear, your  boy    is   wound    -     ed,         And        the  night  is  drear  with  pain,  But 
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still  I    feel  that    I   shall    see         you,  And        the  dear  old  home  a  -  gain. 
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still  I    feel  that    I   shall    see  you,  And         the  dear  old  home  a  -  gain. 
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KINGDOM    COMING. 


Words  and  Music  bv  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1 .     Say,  dar-keys,  hab    you   seea    de    mas  -  sa,  Wid  de    muflEstash     on      his    face,  Go 
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long  de  road  some  time  dis    morn-in',Like  he  gwine  to  leab     de  place?       He  seen     a  smoke  way 
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up     de  ribber,\Vharde  Linkum   gunboats  lay  ;  He  took  his   hat,   an'     lc£    bfiry  sudden, An'  1 
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spec  he's  run        a  -way!  De    mas  -  sa  run?     ha,    ha  1  De     dar  -  key  stay?   ho, 
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De    mas  -  sa   run?     ha,    ha! 
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De     dar  -  key  stay?   ho, 
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ho!  It      mus'  be    now     de     king-doni    com- in'.  An'    de  year    ob      Jn  -   bi  -  lul 
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ho!  It      mus    be    now     de     king-doni    com- in'.  An'    de  year    ob      Ju  -   bi  -  lo! 
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KINGDOM    COMING. 
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SECOND   VERSE. 
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He       six     feet    one     way,     two     foot      tud-der,  An'    he  weigh  tree    hun  -  dred  pound,     His 
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coat     60      big,      he   couldn't  pay  de   tail -or,  An'    it    won't    go      half    way   round. 


He 


spec      he      try      an'     fool      dem      Yankees    For      to      tink     he's    con    -     tra-baind. 
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VERSE. 

W          N 

N 

^    p 

P        m 

6^ 

^ 

fk, 

-iL — ^^ 

V       ^       -^      J- 

1^ 

-^— ?— 1^- 

-/ 

— 1 — 

-^L_ 

-^- 

-^ 

-^— »- 

~^—M m *~ 

-4 — •^— 

-^=^— Ji- 

-0— 

— 1^ — 

[/ 

— 1 0 — 

J 

' 

■■  •  • 

De    dar  -  keys    feel      so      lone-  some      lib-  ing     in     de    log-house      in        de     lawn,      Dey 
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to       mas-sa's      par-  lor    For     to     keep      it    while      he      gone.       Dar 
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wine       an'     ci  -  der  in        de      kitchen.     An'    de      dar    keys  dey'U  hab    some;         I 
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I  dey'U    all      be       con 


-     ca  -  ted  When  de      Lin  -  kum      so    -    jers    come. 


FOURTH   VERSE. 
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ber  -  seer      he     make     us      trou-ble,  An'  he  dribe     us    round     a      spell ;      We 


lock     him      up        in     de  smokehouse   eel  -  lar,    AVid  de     key   trown     in         de    well. 
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de      han' -  suff     bro-ken.    But     de     mas-s:i'll     hab      his      pay;         He's 
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ole      e-nongh,  big     e-nough,  ought  to  known  bet  -  ter  Den    to    went  an'    run        a  -  way. 
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BABYLON    IS    FALLEN! 


SEQUEL  TO     KINGDOM   COMING." 

Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1.  Don't  you   see    de  Mack     cluudd         Eis  -  in'     o  -  bur  yon    -  der 

2.  Don't  you  see    de    liglit   -    nin'         Flash-in'    in     do  cane  -  brake, 

3.  Way     up     in     de     corn   -  field,        Whar  you  liear  de    tun   -  der, 


:^ 


=1: 


=4= 


III'YRIGHT   MnCOn.Xri    IIY    KODT  4   CADV. 


BABYLON    IS    FALLEN  I 
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Wliar    de  Massa's    ole  plan  -  ta  -  lion    am? 
Like      a8     if     we  gwine  to    hab    a     Btorm: 
Dat        is     our  nie    for  -  ty-pounder      gun ; 


Neb  -  ber  you  be  fright- en' d — 
Xo!  you  is  mis-ta  -  ken — 
When    de  shells  are  miss  -  in', 


Dem      is      on  -  ly     dar  -  keys,      Come 
'Tis      de    dar-key's  bay  -  'nets,  An' 

Don      we  load   wid  punk  -  ins,  All 


*     V* 


to  jine  an'  fight  for  L'n  -  cle  Sam. 
de  but-tons  on  dar  u  -  ni-form. 
de  same   to  make  de  cow  -  ards    run. 
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BABYLON    IS    FALLEN 


out       dar — don't  you  un- der-stand?     Oh,  don't  you  know  dat  Bab  -  y  -  Ion      s    rail-  en! 
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Repeat  the  Clwrus  somewluit  Hojtbj. 
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Bab  -  y  -  Ion    is     fall    -     en!  And  wo's      agwine  to     oo  -  cu  -  py      de    land. 
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Bab  -  y  -  Ion    is    fall    -     en  I  And  we's      agwine  to    oo  -  cii  -  py      de    land. 
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4  Massa  was  de  Kernel 

In  de  rebel  army, 
Ebher  sence  he  went  an'  run  away  ; 

liiit  his  liibly  darkeys, 

Dey  has  been  a  watchin', 
An'  (ley  take  him  pria'ner  tudder  day. 


5  We  will  be  de  massa, 
lie  will  be  de  sarvant — 

Try  him  how  he  like  it  for  a  spell ; 
So  we  rrack  de  I'.utt'nuls, 
So  we  take  de  Kernel, 

So  de  cauuun  carry  back  de  shell. 
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MARCHING    THROUGH    GEORGIA. 


WRITTEN  IN  HONOR  OF  SHERMAN'S  FAMOUS  MARCH  FROM  "ATLANTA  TO  THE  SEA." 

Words  and  Music  bv  Henry  C.  Work. 
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llie    world       a  -    long — 
mis    -  sa    -    ly    found! 

iiiit    fipen      for      years; 

a      hand  -  some   boast, 
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Sing  it        as  we      used 

How  the    sweet  \w     -    ta 

Hard  -    Iv      ciiuld  tliev        be 

Had  thev       n..l         foV   -got, 


toes  e  -  yen 
re  -  strained  from 
a     -      las!         to 


fif  -  ty      thou-sand  strong,  Wiile 

start-ed     from  the  ground.  While 

brealiing   forth      in  clieers,  While 

reckfiu     with    the  host,  While 

-    sistance     was      in    vain,  While 


we  were  marching  thrfiugh  Oeor 

we  were  marching  through  Cieor 

we  were  marching  through  (ieor 

we  were  marching  tlirongh  (ieor 

we  were  marching  through  Cieor 


gla. 
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TAKE    YOUR    GUN    AND    GO,    JOHN. 


II.  T.  Mi;i:inLL. 
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1.  Dou't  stop     a       moment    to     thiuk,    John ;  Our    coun- try   calls,  Ihea 

2.  I've    heard  my      grand  -  sire      tell,     John,    He   fought  at     Bun  -  ker 
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go.                 Don't  fear     for      me 
Hill,                 He    count  -  ed       all 

nor  the   chil-dren,  John,    I'll      care      for   them, 
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TAKE  YOUR  GUN  AND  GO,  JOHN 
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know '  Leave  the  corn     up   -   on      the        stalk,      John ;  The      fruit      up  -   on      the 

Btill.  Would  I    shame    the    brave    old        blood,      John;  That    flow'd     on      Mon-niouth 


pczp: 


V— t^- 
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tree  And   all      our       lit  -  tie      stores,      John;  Yes,       leave  thera      all       to      me. 

plain?  No!  take  your    gun     and       go,  John ;  Tho' I  ne'er     see      you       a  -  gain. 
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CHORUS. 


i^^g 


Then     take      your  gun     and      go,  Yes,  take      your  gun      and       go, 


Then     take      your  gun    and      go, 


Y^es, 


Sip? 


-0—0. 
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take      your  gun      and       go.  For 
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TAKE    YOUR    GUN    AND    GO,    JOHN. 

Rrpcnt  pp. 
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Ruth    can  drive  the     ox  -  en,John,  And     I     can   use      the  hoe. 
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Kuth    can  drive  the     ox  -  eu,Johu,  And     I     can  use      the  hoe. 
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8  The  army's  short  of  blankets,  John, 

Then  take  this  heavy  pair, 
I  spun  and  wove  them  when  a  girl, 

And  work'd  them  with  great  care. 
A  rose  in  every  corner,  John  ; 

And  here's  my  name,  you  see! 
On  the  cold  ground  they'll  warmer  feel, 

Because  thev're  made  by  me. 


4  And,  John,  if  (iod  has  willed  it  so 

We  ne'er  shall  meet  again, 
I'll  do  the  best  for  the  children,  John, 

In  sorrow,  want  or  pain. 
On  winter  nights  I'll  teach  them,  John, 

All  that  I  learned  at  school  ; 
To  love  our  country,  keep  her  laws. 

Obey  the  Savior's  rule. 


6  And  now  good-bye  to  you,  .John  ; 

I  cap.aot  say  Farewell  ! 
We'll  hope  and  pray  for  the  best,  .John  ; 

Ilia  goodness  none  can  tell. 
May  His  arm  be  round  about  you,  John, 

To  guard  you  night  and  day  ; 
lie  our  beloved  counlry'sehiold. 

Till  war  shall  pjusa  away. 


48 


LAY   ME   DOWN   AND   SAVE  THE  FLAG. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 


With  expression. 
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rose,        whose  name  was      Le  -  gion,  As  an      o      -  ver-whelming    wave, 

81      -       roc      of      Se  -  ces  -  sion.  They  had  bar' d  the     fear- less    brow- 

look'd        at      one      an  -    oth   -  er.  In  the  speech  -  less-ness     of       woe, 

lov      -      ed,      ye     who     mur  -  mur,  For  the   dear  ones  gone   be  -  fore, 
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As    each 

For     the 
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bat  -     tie  siirc'd  its  bil  -  lows     Kmind     a     clio 

heard  that    v. .ire  and  heed  -   ed —  (.'inilii  tliey  hear 

es-e  would  ask  a  hrotli  -  er,        Shall    we  stay, 

man  -      ly      sou  and  broth  -  er,        Tiuit    may  greet 


sen  few  and  brave ; 

and  heed  it      now? 

or  shall  we      go ! 

vou  nev  -  er  -  more  ; 


And  thev 
But  his 
And  a- 
For    the 
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uear'd              the    sa-cred   ban    -  ner,  With  their  foul 

heart                  is      in    the    bat    -     tie —  Sliall    the    hal 

gain                  the  sight  was  blast    -    ed  By      the    trai 

lov  -         iug   arm  that  shield  -  ed,  For     the  '  hope 


and  flaunting   rag, 

low'd  en-  sign  drag, 

tor's  boastful    rag, 

whose  pin-ions   lag, 
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dy       -       ing       he   -   ro  shout    -  ed,  "Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag." 

hand              is  left       to  res    -  cue?  "Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag." 

the  word    fell  stern    -  ly,  "Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag." 

that  quiv  -  er  fal     -  ter,  "Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag." 
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CHORUS. 
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1,  2,  3.  .So    he     fell, 
4.    Slumber  calm 
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the  brave  corn-man  -   der,         jike     the    oak 
ly,  brave  com-maa  -  der,     Where  thou  art 


from  mountain  crag ; 
no    pin-ions   lag, 
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1,  2,  3,  So    he     fell, 
4.    Slumber  calm 


V=^ 


v=^=fci4 


the  bravo  com-man  -   der,       Like    'he    oak 
ly,  bravo  com-man  -  der,     Whore  thou  art 


from  mountain  crag ; 
no    pin-ions  lag. 
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But      his     last        words  still  are      ring  -  ing,    "Lay      me  down      and    save      the  Flag.' 
Fame    will  bear  thy  words  for  -   ev    -  er,     "Lay      me  down      and    save      the  Flag.' 
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But      his    last        words  still  are      ring  -  ing,    "Lay      me  down      and     save      the  Flag.' 
Fame    will  bear         thy  words  for  -   ev    -   er,     "Lay      me  down      and     save      the  Flag.' 
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O    WRAP  THE   FLAG  AROUND   ME.   BOYS 


R.  Stewart  Taylor. 
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1.  O,      wrap     the        Hag      a  -  round    mc,     boys,       To     die     were     far     more 

2.  O,  I         liad    thought  to      greet   you,    boys,        Ou     ma-  ny  a    well     wou 

3.  But  though  my        bo  -  dy     mould  -  er,     boys.       My    spir  -  it       will      be 
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O,   WRAP  THE   FLAG   AROUND   ME,   BOYS. 
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sweet,  AVith   Free-dom's    star  -  ry        em-  blem,  boys,        To     be      my    wind  -  ing 

field,  When     to      our      star-  ry       ban  -  ner,  boys,       The    trai-t'rous  foe  should 

free,  And      eve   -   ry       com-rade's    hon  -  or,    boys,       Will  still     be      dear      to 
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sheet, 
yield ; 
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In      life  I    lov'd      to       see  it  wave,    And      fol  -   low  where     ti 

But     now,        a-  las!       I        am  de- nied     My      dear-  est  earth  -  ly 

There,    in  the  thick    and    blood   -   y    fight  Ne'er     let    your  ar  -    dor 
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And        now    my     eyes  grow  dim,  my  hands.  Would  clasp  its    last  bright  shred. 

You'll      fol  -  low    and  you'll  meet  the  foe,       But     I      sliall  not       be  there. 

For         I'll    be    there  still  hov' ring  near,        A-bove    the   dear     old    flag. 


O,  WRAP  THE  FLAG  AROUND  ME,  BOYS. 
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1.     Then  wrap     the      flag       a  -  round   me,    boys,       To    die     were     far    nio.-e 
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3.   So        wrap     the       flag       a  -  round   me,    boys.        To    die     were     far     more    sweet. 
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With     Free-dom's     star  -  ry       em  -  blem,  boys,        To      be       my    wind  -   iug  sheet. 
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With     Free-dom's    star  -  ry       em  -  blem,  bovs,        To      be       my      wind  -  ing  sheet. 
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OUR    CAPTAIN'S    LAST    WORDS. 


H.  C.  WoHK. 


Moderaio. 
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1.  'Where        the    fore -most 

2.  Through      the      bat  -  tie 

3.  Men  who  were    not 
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Pierc'd  by         ma      -       ny  a  shot  and  shell, 

But      his       words          were  grow  •   ing  wild ; 

Turn'd  a    -     side               to  hide  a  tear, 


flag  was      ny  -  ing, 

smoke  they    bore  him, 

used  to      weep-  ing. 
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There  our  gal 
Ste  -  phen  was 
That      as     -    sured 


Where  the       brav    -   est 

Heed      -      ing        not  the 

When  thev      saw  the 


men        were     dy  -  ing, 

scenes  be  -  fore     hiiu, 

pal      -      lor    creep-  ing, 
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once 
theni 


-♦-# 


1 


ifc: 


:^ 


cap      -      tain      fell, 
more  a      child, 

death  was     near. 


fe 


"Boys!  you       fol    -     low        now 

"Ah,  she     conies!    there        is 

Kind       -       It         as  he        were 
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oth  -  er, 
broth  -    er. 
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low      till  the        foe        shall    yield ;"  Then 

my    name  with       such        a  joy ;  Press 

gers  caught  his        part  -   ing      breath.  La 


he      whis  -  per'd 
me        to  your 

den     with  the 
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OUR    CAPTAIN'S    LAST    WORDS. 


Ste  -  phen  died 
Call  me  BtiU 
Last      up    -     on 
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"Tell  me     moth  -  er, 

bo        -        60II1,   ruoth  -  er, 
mur      -       nmr"inoth  -  er,' 


up  -   on the    field," 

your    dar      -       ling     boy," 
his      lips in     death. 
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Moth  -  er! 
Moth  -  er ! 
Moth  -  eri' 
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Ste    -   phen         died 
Call        me  still 

Last        up      -      on 
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---X:-. 
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your 
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on the  field." 

dar    -    ling  boy." 
lips in  death. 
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STAND   UP   FOR   UNCLE   SAM,   MY   BOYS. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 


With  Spirit 
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1.  St;ind      up      for  Un  -  cle   Sara,    my  boys,  With  hearts      brave    and  true ;  Slaml 

2.  Oh,      Btrike  for  Un  -  cle   Sam,   my  boys,    For     dan     -      ger       is    near ;  Yes  I 

3.  Oh,        fall     for  Un  -  cle   Sam,    my  boys,     If      need  be        lo    save;  Yes! 
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up      for       Un  -  cle      Sam,       my  boys,      For      he      has    stood       by    you. 
strike  for      Un  -  cle      Sam,       my  boys.      And     all        to       you       most  dear, 
fall     for      Un  -  cle      Sam,       my  boys,     Tho'      in         a        sol  -  dier's grave. 


9  —  \- 


^^* 


* 


m 


t^^ 


^ 


Ho's 
Re  - 
His 


m 


-JSr 


^5h  -^ 

COPYRIOUT  MDCCCLXI    BY    ROOT  4   CADY. 


-or 


58 


STAND    UP    FOR    UNCLE    SAM,    MY    BOYS. 


i 


±=^ 


E 


made  you  home  the  bright-est, 
bel  -  lious  sons  are  plot  -  ting 
flag      so       long     our      glo  -  ry, 


The      6un      e'er  shone     up  -  on ;  For 

To        lay      the  home-  stead     low,  Their 

Dis  -   hon  -  or'd  shall      not      be.  But 


^1=1 


^         ^ 


m 


-r     * 


t  t  9 


^ 


^ 


31 


sr 


-^ 


i 


^m. 


^^ 


^-^—9- 


3 


hon  -  or,  right  and 
hands  are  mad  -  ly 
heav'n-ward      float      for 


free 

lift 


dom, 
-     ed 


ev    -     er, 


He's 
To 
The 


give 
ban 


ny  a  bat 
the  fa 
ner      of 


tie 
tal 
the 


won. 
blow, 
free. 


i^ 


1^ 


A h 


rr^ 


■w    ■&    -& 


~Sll 


d:: 


-iS- 


CHORUS. 


i 


3 


#     . 


Stand  up  for 


Un 


cle 


Sam,       my    boys,   With    hearts 


i 


brave      and 


3tZll 


^_J-^ ,_ 


^ 


=^ 


Stand  up         for 


-&- 


cle        Sam,       my    boys.    With     hearts 


zit: 


It: 


t^- 


iit>^ 


33: 


brave      and 


-±—-x=. 


ZgZi 


"Z?" 


i 


STAND  UP  FOR  UNCLE  SAM,  MY  BOYS. 


59 


:2^ 


-* — ^ 


true,  Staud         up       for       Uq  -  cle      Sam,       my   boys,     For      he       Las      tood       by 


S 


3=^ 


i=t 


^-\ 


-0 4 ^— '-#-T— •— -• 0- 


-^      d      ^ 


3 


« tf « 0-i 0 0 #^  -• 0 0 


-m — \ 


true,         Stand  up       for       Un  -  cle      Sam,       my   boys.     For      he      has    stood       by 


§-^ 


-iS> S>- 


-0 0 0 0- 


^CT=p=:p=p=ij 


l^t^ 


s 


^^-=i=1^|=: 


i—x 


^f 


^=r 


:t=: 


^     ^ 


:^ 


-2^ '^3 


^1 


9 ^^ 


fe^ 


-i5>-^ 


::!=:? 


*=« 


^^g 


ii-^^ 


•    P 


?=^F= 


i^=: 


^^ 


I     -*■  ■0-.  ■0- 


d—r 


tiO 


STARVED    IN    PRISON. 


Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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3.  You  have  cross'd  the  clouded    riv-er,    brother. 
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3  Now  the  lights  are  flashing  r«und  him, 
And  he  hears  a  loyal  word, 
Strangers  they,  whose  lips  pronounce  it, 

Yet  he  trusts  his  voice  is  heard. 

It  is  heard — Oh,  God  forgive  theml 

They  refuse  his  dying  pray'r! 

"Nothing  but  a  wounded  drummer," 

So  they  say,  and  leave  him  there — 
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HOI    RALLY,    YE    BRAVES! 
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m 


s^ESEt^^Esa^; 


-S — H- 


^—r 


^^-^^•-^ 


Jtzjr 


>^^ 


=v— V 


B^  ^  ;-^; 


-^-j 


=N=§^ 


-\- 


t=^Jt±=jrzji 


'V- 


-^-*— y;— 


^     i^     ;/— ;y- 


9153 


thee      ind  our     coun-try      U  -  ni  -  led    we  stand,  Bright  ban  -  ner  !    dear  ban  -  ner  !     Float 
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3  Oh,  ye  freemen  awake,  and  strike  for  the  land,  4   Hurrah  for  our  banner,  tlie  pride  of  the  sea! 

Now  torn  witli  dissension  by  dire  traitor's  hand.  That  starry-hued  eriibkMu,  the  llower  of  the  free. 

The  war  cry  is  sounding,  our  Hag  is  unfurled.  The  token  of  liberty,  gem  of  the  brave, 

In  the  cause  of  our  freedom  we  challenge  the  world,  Sweet  flag,  waving  over  the  patriot's  grave  ! 

Come  forward,  press  onward,  to  succor  the  brave  !  We  love  thee,  adore  thee,  "Old  Glory"  so  true! 

We  need  you,  will  lead  you,  our  country  to  save !  Fall  never,  wave  ever,  dear  red,  white  and  blue ! 
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MOTHER    ^A^OULD    COMFORT    ME. 


UoTK.— A  soldier  In  one  ol  the  New  York  regiments,  after  being  severely  wounded,  was  taken  prisoner;  and 
alter  lying  in  the  hospital  for  a  number  of  days,  he  was  told  by  those  who  were  in  attendance  that  "they  could  do 
no  more  for  him;"  that  he  must  die.  For  a  few  moments  the  poor  fellow  seemed  in  deep  thought;  reviving  a  little 
he  turned  slowly  toward  those  near  him.  and  after  thanking  them  for  the  kind  manner  in  which  they  had  treated 
him  during  his  sickness,  a  sweet  smile  passed  over  his  pale  face,  and  with  a  Arm  voice  he  said,  "Mother  would 
comfort  me,  if  she  were  here."    These  were  his  last  words. 


Andante. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer. 
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1 .  Wound-ed  and     Bor-row-  f  ul,       far  from  my    home, 

2.  If      she  were  with  me,    I        soon  would  for  -  get 

3.  Cheer  -  fully,      f aith-f ul- ly.      Moth  -  er would  stay 


Sick      among    strangers,  un  - 
My     pain  and     sor-row,  no 
Al  -  waysbe  -  side    me,  by 


cared  for,  un-known ; 
more  would  I  fret ; 
night      and    by       day ; 


E   -   ven  the     birds  that  used  sweet  -  ly      to        sing  And 

One  kiss  from  her    lips,    or    one     look  from  her      eye.        Would 

If  I  should  murmur    or      wish      to    com  -  plain.         Her 
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MOTHER    WOULD    COMFORT    ME. 
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si-lent,and     swift  -  l_v  have     tak  -  en  the  wing.  No  one  but    Moth  -  er can  cheer  nieto- 

make  nie  con-  ten  -  ted.and     will  -  ins  to    'l'*"'  Gent- It    her    liand   o'ermy  foreheadshe'd 

Her  gen- tie     vuice  would  soon  calm  me  a  -  gain.         Sweet-ly      a     Moth  -  er's  love  shines  like  a 
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kind  friend  is  near — 
"Be  of  good  cheer, 
pleas  -  ures  or      pain, 


Mother  would  com 
Motlier  will  com 
Mother's       af   -  fee 


fort  me        if       she  were    here. 
fort  you,     Moth  -  er      is      here." 
tion   is        ev    -    er     the     same. 
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MOTHER    WOULD    COMFORT    ME. 


r=p=t==t 


^-^*-»^ 


:^ 


^-0 


^0—0 


^-l-- 


Gent  -  Iv  her  baud  o'er  my  forehead  she'd  press,        Trj-ing  to  free  me  from  pain  and  dis-tress  ; 
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Gent  -  ly  her  hand  o'er  my  forehead  she'd  press,         Try-ing  to  free  me  from  pain  and  dis-tress ; 
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Kind-ly  she'd  say   to    me,  "Be    of  good  cheer.      Mother  will  comfort  you,AIoth-er     is    here." 
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Kind-ly  she'd  say   to    me,"Be    of  good  cheer.      Mother  will  comfort  you,Moth-er     is    here." 
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WEEPING    SAD    AND    LONELY. 


WHEN    THIS   CRUEL    WAR    IS   OVER. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Carroll  SAWYrit. 


Moderato  c  eanUibile. 


m^^^m^ 
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1  L)t:ir  -  est  love,  do    you   re    -  nicm  -  bcr,  When    we     last      ilid     meet, 

I  When  the  sutnmor breeze  is  sigh  -  ing  Mourn  -  ful  -   ly         a  -   long; 

:'>.       If  a  -  mid   tlie  din    of  bat    -     tie  Xo  -  bly      you  should  fall, 

4.  Dut  our  coun-try  call'dyou,  dar   -  ling.  An  -  gels    cheer  your    way; 
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weepi^k;  sad  and  lonely. 


^-^ 


How       YOU  told  me  that  you     lov'd  me, 

Or       when  autumn  leaves  are   fall  -      ing, 

Far          a- way  from  those  who  love  you, 

While     our  nation's  sons   are     fight  -     ing, 


Kneel-  ing       at       my  feet? 

Sad  -  ly  breathes  the  song. 

None    to      hear    you  call — 

We    can      on    -   ly  pray. 
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Oh !  how  proud  you  stood  be  -  fore  me, 
Oft  in  dreams  I  see  thee  ly  -  ing 
Who  would  whisper  words  of  com-  fort. 
No  -  bly  strike  for  God  and     lib  -  er-ty, 


In  your  suit  of  blue,... 
On  the  bat  -  tie  plain,. 
Who  would  soothe  your  pain?.. 
Let        all      na  -    tions  see.,.. 
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When      you  vow' d  to   me  and     coun 
Lone    -    ly,  wounded,  ev  -  en       dy 


How 


try 

u  -  el      fan      -      cies, 


Ah  1        ttie   ma  -  ny     cru  -  el      tan 
we   love  the    star-  ry      ban 


Ev   -   er  to  be  true. 

Call-  ing,  but  in  vain. 

Ev   -  er  in  my  brain. 

Em-  blem  of  the  free. 


WEEPING    SAD    AND    LONELY, 


Weep  -  ing,      sad      and     loue 


ly,  Hopes      and  fears    how     vain ! 

pia,  e  marcato. 
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Yet    pray  -  ing, 


Weep  -  ing,      sad      and    lone 
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Iv,  Hopes      and  fears    how     vain ! 
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When     this  cru  -  el    war    is        o      -      ver,         Pray  -  ing  that  we  meet    a  ■ 
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When     this  cru  -  el    war    is        o      -      ver.         Pray  -  ing  that  we  meet    a -gain! 
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WHO    WILL    CARE    FOR  MOTHER  NOW? 

During  one  of  our  late  battles,  among  many  other  noble  fellows  that  fell,  was  a  young  man  who  had  been  the 
only  support  of  an  aged  and  sick  mother  for  years.  Hearing  the  surgeon  tell  those  who  were  near  him  that  he 
r^.uUl  not  live,  he  placed  his  hand  across  his  forehead,  and  with  a  trembling  voice  said,  while  burning  tears  ran 
down  his  fevered  cheeks:  "Who  will  care  for  mother  now?" 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer. 
-^  rail 


With  expression. 
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1.  Why  am     I        so    weak  and     wea 

2.  Who  will  com  -  fort    her     in        sor 

3.  Let  this  knapsack     be     my      pil 
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See  how 

Who         will 
And  mv 
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faint  my   heal-  ed  breath, 
dry    the    fall  -  ing    tear, 
man-  tie     be      the     sky ; 


?iE? 


All  a-  round    to      me  seems    dark 

Gen     -      tly  smooth  her  wrinkled       fore 
Hast    -      en,  comrades,     to      the       bat 
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ness,  Tell 

head  ?  Who 

lie,  I 


mc,  comrades,  is  this  death  ? 
win  whis  -  per  words  of  cheer? 
will  like       a       sol-dier    die. 


Ah  !       how   well      I   know  your 

E      -     veil   now      I   think     I 
Soon        with     an- wis     I'll      lie 
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an        -        swer;  To  my  fate      I     meek  -  ly      bow.. 

see  her  Kneel   -   in<;,    pray-ing     for     me  I   how.. 

march        -        ing.  With     bright  lau  -  rels     on      my      br.iw. 


If  you'll 

Can  I 

I  have 
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on  -  ly  tell  me  tru 
L'uve  her  in  her  an 
for    my    country      fall 
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ly  Who  will  care  for  niotli-er      now'. 

gui.sh  ?  Who  will  care  for  moth-er       now  ? 

en.  Who  will  care  for   moth-er       now '; 


WHO    WILL   CARE    FOR    MOTHER    NOW? 
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Soon    with    an-gels  I'll  be   march 
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With  bright  laurels  on  my 
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I     have  for  my  country    fall 
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en,  Who      will  care  for  moth-er        now  ?. 
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I     have   for  my  couutry    fall     -       en,  Who      will  care  for  moth-er        now ' 
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I   DREAMED   MY   BOY  WAS   HOME   AGAIN. 


Ajidantc. 


^^:^^    ^ 
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Words  and  Music  bv  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer. 
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1.  Lone  -  ly,    wea-ry     brok-en-hcart    -     ed  As         I    laid  me  down  to  sleep, 

2.  Tearswerechang'dtoloud  re  -  j(jic    -    ings,         Night  was  turn'd  to  end-less  day  ! 

3.  But  the  dream   is  past ;  and  with  it  All      my    bap- pi- ncss     is     gone; 
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I    DREAMED    MY    UOY    WAS    HOME    AGAIN. 
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Think  -  Ing    of    the  day  we     part    -     ed,  When     you  told   me  not    to  weep, 

Love  -    ly  birds  were  sweetly   sing    -     ing,  Flow-ers  hlooiii'd  in  bright  ar  -  ray. 

Cheer  -  ful  tho'ts  of    joy  have   van   -    ish'd;  I       must  still   in     sor-row  mourn. 
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Soon  I  dream' d  that  peaceful   an    -    gels  Hov  -  er'd  o'er  the   bat  -  tie   plain, 

Old     and  young  seem' dlightanilchecr-ful — •     Peace  seeni'd  ev-'ry-where   to  reign  ; 
8oon  may  peace  with  all  its      bless  -  ings  Our      un  -  hap  -py  land    re-claim  ; 
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Sing    -     ing  songs  of  ]oy    and  glad    -    ness, 
My  poor  heart  for-got     its      sor    -    row. 

Then  my  tears  wdl cease  their  flow    -    ing. 


And  my  boy  was  home  a  -  gain. 
For  my  boy  was  home  a -gain. 
And      my   boy    be  home      a -gain. 


I    DREAMED    MY    BOY    WAS    HOME   AGAIN. 
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How  well         I  know      such  thoughts       of    joy,    Such  dreams    of      bliss  are   vain; 
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How  well         I  know      such  thoughts       of    joy,    Such  dreams    of      bliss  are   vain ; 
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My  heart      is  sad,    my      tears   >7iU    flow,        Un  -   til     my    boy    is  home    a -gain. 
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My  heart      is  sad,    niy      tears  wUl    flow,        Un  -  til     my    boy 
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SHAKE   HANDS  WITH   UNCLE  SAM. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chakles  Carroll  Sawteb. 
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1.  My  coun-try-men,  pray,lis-ten;    I'd  have  a  word  with  you  :     Our   Nation    is  in  dan-ger  ;    now 

2.  Let  Northern  Fa- nat      -      ics     and  Fire   -   eat -ers  South      No  longer  try  to  pull  the  props  from 
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SHAKE    HANDS    WITH    UNCLE    SAM. 
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what     I    say      is  true.        The    on  -  ly   way    to  s.ive     it,        is,    let      us  man     to  man,  Be 

Uu  -  cle  Sam-my's  house;   But  let     us     be      u-   ni  -  ted — come,  do    it,  while  we  can  ;  Be 
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friendly   to  the  Union,and8hakehandswithUncleSam. 
friendly   to  the  Union,and8hakehandswithUncleSam. 
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SHAKE    HANDS    WITH    UNCLE    SAM. 
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dayhascomeatlast,  my  boys,  ^VTien  you  and  I  must  choose;  We'll  hoist  the  good  old  Flag  again — come 
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dayhascomeatlast,  myboys,When  you  and  I  must  choose  ;  We'll  hoist  thegood  old  Flag  again — come 
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do   it,  while  you  can  ;       Be  friend-ly     to 
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the   Un-ion,  and  shake  hands  with  Un  -  cle  Sam. 
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do  it,   while  you  can  ;       Be  friend-Iy     to 
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the   Un-ion,  andshakehands  with  Un  -  cle  Sam. 


aiEg^^g;|^E3Egi^g^^l^ 


^m 


^=^ 


3.  Remember,  this  great  nation  belongs  to  you  and  I ; 
Truth,  Freedom,  Peace,  and  Union,  should  be  our 

battle-cry. 
Let  Carolina,  side  by  side,  with  Massachusetts  stand  ; 
Be  friendly  to  the  Union,  and  give  Uncle  Sam  your 

hand. 


4.  Let  brothers  live  as  brothers ;  nil  angry  passions 

cease ; 
Bury  deep  the  hatchet,  and  we'll  smoke  the  pipe  of 


to  man 
Be  friendly  to  the  Union,  andshakehands  with  Uncle 
Sam. 
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WHEN    THE    BOYS    COME    HOME. 


Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Cakroll  Sawyer. 
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1.  The  boys     are  com  -  ing  home        a  -  gain,      This  war       will  soon        be  o'er;  Tlie 

2.  We'llhave     no  more  false  hopes      and  fears,    No   more     heart-rend  -  ing  sighs —  The 

3.  How  proud  our      na  -  tion  then      will  stand  I       U  -  ni    -     ted    ev     -     er      -     more,  We'll 
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WHEN    THE    BOYS    COME    HOME. 
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moss    -     eri-gcr  of  peace    will     dry       The   wea    -    ry  mourn  -  er's         eyes.  We'll 

bid  lie   -  li    -    ance    to        the     foe       That  dare        approach     our         shore.  We'll 
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hand       in   hand,      and  arm         inarm,        To-geth    -    er     we        will         roam;  Oh! 

laugh      and   sing,    we'll  dance    and  play —  Ah,    wait        un  -  til         they         come,  And 

hoist      the   good       old   flag  a  -  gain       On    free  -  dom's  loft    -    y  dome.  And 
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won't  we  have  a  hap  -  py  time,  When  all 
joy  will  crown  the  hap  -  py  day  When  all 
live         in      peace   and     hap  -  pi    -    ness     When   all 


the  boys 
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come  home  I 
come  home, 
come         home. 
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We'll    hoist      the      good   old    flag         a  -  gain      On     free  -  dom's       loft  -  v  dome. 
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We'll   hoist      the      good   old    flag  a-   gaiu      On      free  -  dom's        loft  -  y  dome. 
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Aud     live        in  peace      and    hap    -    pi  -  ness,  When        all    the    boys     come        home. 
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And      live        in  peace      and    hap    -    pi  -  ness,  When        all    the    boys     come        home. 
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HE   WAS    NOT    AFRAID    TO    DIE. 

Note.— The  colonel  in  one  of  our  regiments  thus  concludes  a  letter  written  to  the  family  of  a  noble  soldier,  wh* 
was  killed  iu  battle:  "You  will  always  have  these  cheering  words  to  console  you— 'He  Was  Not  Afraid  to  Die.' " 

.Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer. 
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Like       a       true  and   faith  -  ful        sol  -    dier 

To      ilia      wound    -  ed,    sick     com  -  pan    -  ions, 
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HE    WAS    NOT    AFRAID    TO    DIE. 
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Those  who  cher  -  ish'd      him  and  lov'd      him       Kow  are  left  to        weep  and  sigh  ; 
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Those  who  cher  -  ish'd     him  and  lov'd      him       Now  are  left         to        weep  and  sigh  ; 
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Yet    we  have       these  words  to  cheer        us —  ''He  was  not     a-fraid 


to    die." 
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Yet    we  have       these  worus  to  cheer        us —  "He  was  not     a-fraid 


to    die." 
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THE    BATTLE-CRY    OF    FREEDOM. 


K ALLYING    SONG. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 
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ral  -  ly  once      a  -  gain, 
liroth-ers  gone    be  -  fore, 
loy-al,    true    and  hrave, 
East  and  from  the  West, 


Shout  -  ing  the  bat-tie  -  cry  of  P'ree  -  dom.  We  will 

Shout  -  ing  the  bat-tie  -  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And  we'll 

Shout  -  ing  the  bat-tie  -  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And  al  - 

Shout  -  ing  the  bat-tie  -  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And  we'll 
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ral  -  ly  from  the  hill  -  side,  we'll  gath-er  from  the  plain, 
fill  the  va-cant  ranks  with  a  mil-lion  free-men  more, 
tho'  they  may  be  poor,  not  a  man  shall  be  a  slave, 
hurl  the  reb  -  el  crew    from   the   land  we  love    the     best, 


Shout  -  ino'  the  bat  -  tie-cry 
Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie-cry 
Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie-cry 
Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie-cry 
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The     Un     -    ion      for  -  ev  -  er,         Ilur  -  rah!      boys,    Hurrah! 
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The     Un     -    ion       for  -  ev   -  er,         Hur  -  rah! 
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Up       with    the  star;   While  we     ral  -  ly  'round  the  flag,    boys. 
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WE  SAVED  THIS  GREAT  UNION  FOR  YOU. 

Note— In  a  short  time,  those  who  risked  their  lives  that  this  Union  should  remain  unsevered  will  have  passed 
away,  and  you,  who  were  children  during  those  t'loomy  days,  will  soon  be  expected  to  assume  control  of  this  great 
Nation.  Will  you  prove  worthy  of  the  trust?  And  when  we,  whosaoriflcedso  much,  have  gone,  will  you  remember 
we  saved  this  great  Union  for  you  ? 

Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer. 
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Then  bere's  to  our  land,  again  firm  -  ly     u  -  ni  -  ted  1      Here's  to  the  boys  of  the  gray  and  the  blue  I 
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Then  here's  to  our  land,  again  firm-ly     u-  ni-tedl      Here's  to  the  boys  of  the  gray  and  the  blue! 
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Let  this  be  our  motto  :  One  Flag  and  one  Country!  Kemember!  we  saved  this  great  Un-ion  for  you! 
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2  The  time  will  soon  come  when  our  country's  defenders, 

Who  loved  the  dear  emblem  of  true  liberty, 
Will  pass  away— promise  to  stand  by  the  nation. 

And  keep  it  forever  the  Land  of  the  Freel 
Can  you  forget  how  we  toiled  and  contended, 

To  uphold,  untarnished,  the  Red,  White  and  Blue? 
Will  you  protect  every  star  from  dishonor? 

Kememberl  We  saved  this  great  Union  for  youl 


3  Let  North,  South  and  West,  and  the  East  keep  united: 

The  Gray  and  the  Blue  live  as  brothers  again; 
Have  one  flag— but  one  flag!  "The  old  flag  of  Freedom!' 

And  then  we  may  feel  we've  not  struggled  in  vain 
Let  South  Carolina  and  brave  Massachusetts 

Shake  hands,  and  show  monarchs  what  Freemen  can  do. 
And  when  we  are  gone,  will  you  think  of  as  kindly? 
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WE  RE  TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 
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To  Ca    -    naan,  To  Ca    -    naan, 


The     Lord      has        led 
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To  Ca 


To  Ca     -     naan,  The     Lord      has 
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forth, 


To  blow        be -fore  the      hea  -  then  walls     The      trura-pets      of       the  North. 

To  plant        up  -  on  the      re    -    bel  tow'rs     The      ban  -  ner       of       the  North. 
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To  strike      up -on  the     cap  -  tives  chain,  The    ham-mera     of       the  North. 
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4.  forth, 
0.  forth, 


To  thun  -  der   thro' 
To  sweep     the    re 


i^ ^ ^- 

its      ad    -     der  dens.     The      an  -  thems  of       the  North, 
bel      thresh-ing  floors,      A      whirl-wind     of       the  North. 
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GOD  BLESS  OUR  BRAVE  YOUNG  VOLUNTEERS! 


ia=^ 


P£^ 


33 


i=i^ 
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By  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  Hark  the  song 

2.  Still,         still 

3.  Oh home 


of        free     -     dam        how it    swells  O'er 

the      glo     -     rioiis       nuni    -     bers    ring,  And 

of        free    -     dom,      fa     -     tlier  -     land,  To 
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still they     come 

thee our       treas 
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our  land to  save, 
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With         thrill     -     ing 
Let  ev      -      ery 
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GOD  BLESS  OUR  BRAVE  YOUNG  VOLUNTEERS. 
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ar        -        dor  on  each      brow,  God      bless 

guard  each      pre-  -  cious        life  And      bless 

made  our         fa  -  -  thers      free  Mav     bless 


our         brave        young 
our  brave         young 

our  brave        young 
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vol  -  -  tin     -    teers  God      bless  our  brave  youug     vol  • 

vol  -  -  un     -     teers  And      bless  &c. 

vol-  -  uu     -     teers  May      bless  &c. 


11 i*i*i:*^*ii 


ir 


-G\- 


■^t=3ft 


-Air 


--^m 


i^ 


-^ 


^l 


Play  this  interlude  after  the  second  verse. 
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"WITHIN  THE  SOUND   OF  THE  ENEMY'S  GUNS." 


Willi  descnj-tive  powrr. 


By  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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we; A     gallant  band  of        patriot  sons,  Fighting  the  battles  of  Liberty,  Beneath. 
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WITHIN   THE    SOUND    OF   THE    ENEMY'S    GUNS 
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of      the  "Flag of     the    Free". 


Boom. 


Boom. 
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Now  now   ye  Northern  sons     Rouse, 
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Rouse, at  the  sound  of  the  enemy's 
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Rouse, at  the  sound  of  the  enemy's     guns. 
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Witb-ia       the  range   of  the    en  -  e  -  my's  guns,  Within        their  range  are    we;, 
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WJTHIN   THE   SOUND    OF   THE    ENEMY'S    GUNS. 
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All     silenc'd  the  roar  of   the  en  -  e  -  my's  guns  All   si-lenc'd  their  lips,  have  we. 
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wake  the    roll   of    ths      bat-tie  drums  Raise  high  the  cheer  that  surging  comes  In  the  hour in  the 
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guns Yes,  Seize 
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Seize, for  your  trophies,  the  enemy's  guns. 
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"OH,  COME  YOU  FROM  THE  BATTLE-FIELD." 


A    DIALOGUE    DUETT. 


Soprano  in  Roman  ami  Tenor  in  Italic. 


(;ei).  F.  Root. 
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come      you  from    the  bat  -  tie  -  field,    and 

do        you  know    my  Rob  -   ert    now  ?    O 
sol  -  dier,  bless  -  ings         on     your  tongue;  O 

is         he    real  -   ly  com  -  ing  home —  and 


sol   -     dier  can    you  tell  A 

tell        me,   tell    me  true —  Oh  ! 

Rub  -    ert  could  you  know  How 

shall         I    real  -  ly  see  My 
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you     shall   have  a  moth  -  er's  thanks,  a 

lit   -   tie    know  how  dear      to       his  old 

sol  -  dier,    tell  me  how      he    look'd,  and 

Rob  -  ert,     my  own  bless  -  ed     boy."  O, 


wid-ow'd  moth       er's  prayer.''  2.     "OA 

molh-er        is  her     son."  4.   "  ir</( 

all      my  Rob    -    ert     said."  6.  "Ih's 

moth  -  er,  moth    -    er       dear," 
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O,    COME    YOU    FROM  THE   BATTLE-FIELD." 
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I've  eome  from  the 
dame,  he  saved  the 
bronz'd,  and  tanned,  and 


bat  -    tie  -  field,    I've      come      right  from     the         war.  And 

col-oncVs     life     And     brave     -      ly     it       was        done;  In 
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med  -  al  and  a 
oft     •      en     still       he 
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file,       I         know 
his —  good     luck 
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my  com  -  rades       well, 

to    him       I  say, 

ways    to       one       tune — 
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And 
But 
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neu;j    /'fe  brought   for         you,    good  dame,    your        Rob  -  ert      bade       me         tell.'' 

he      has       not        a  com  -  rade    but        will        wish     him     well         to    -    day.' 

there,    I        will      not  tell      you     more,        for  he'll      be      with        you       soon.' 
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O !      hap  -  py,  hap   -  py        meet  -    ing,      At      home,     at  home  once    more, 
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joy   -   ful,  joy  -  fill        greet     -     ing.        All        sor  -  rows        now       are 
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WE    ARE    COMING     FATHER    ABRAHAM. 


By  S.  J.  Adams. 


n  tt 

/^ 

V   'b 

»    II        1  .....     . 

■*              1 

.. 

/  "tl        " 

f 

II      .        M      n         ;-^         i"*         l'^ 

^ 

-^    s^ 

> 

m-^ 

-^      H-^^l    ■      J —  '      J- 

-^ J- 

4^ 

-^-;- 

^ 

«./ 

_M_^^^_,^ = = ^^ 

^— 

-m-^ 

#^ 

-•- 

1.  We    are    com  -  ing,      Fa-ther  A  -  bra'ain,     three      bun-dred    thousand 

2.  If    you   look      a  -  cross     the  hill  -  tops         that      meet    the   Northern 

3.  If    you   look      all       up     our  val  -  leys,     where  the  growing  harvests 

4.  You  have  called  us    and    we're  com-ing,  by     Richmond's  blood-y 
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more.  From    Mis  -  sis  -  sip  -  pi's    wind-ing  stream,   and  from  New  England's  shores,     We 

sky,  Long    mov  -  ing    lines     of      ris  -  ing      dust    your    vis  -  ion    may     dis  -  cry;         And 

shine.  You  may  see  our    sturd  -  y     farm  -  er     boys   fast    form-ing     iu    -    to   line,        And 

tide,  To       liiy       us      down    for  freedom's   sake,    our   brother's  bones    be  -  side;           Or 
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leave  our  plows  and  workshops,  our  wives   and    children  dear, 
now   the  wind  an     instant  tears  the    cloud  -  y   veil      a  -  side, 
children  from  their  mother's  knees  are  pull-ing     at      the  weeds; 
from  foul  treasim's  savage  grasp  to  wrench  the  murderous  blade, 


With  hearts  too  full 
And  floats  a  -  loft 
And  learn-ing  how 
And      in       the     face 
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our 
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ut  -  ter  -  ance  with  but            a      si  -  lent      tear; 

spangled     flag      in  glo     -     rv    and      in       pride; 

reap  and    sow        a    -  gainst    tlieir    country's    needs; 

for-eign     foes       its  frag  -  iiients   to     pa    -     rade. 


We  dare    not   look       be  - 

And  bay  -  onets     in       the 

And  a        fare-well    group 

Six  hun-dred     thou  -  sand 
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•  hind         us,             but  stead  -  i   -  ly        be     -     fore  We  are  com  -  ing  Fa  -  ther 

-    sun  -  light  gleam,  and  bands  brave    mu  -  sic      pour,  We  are  com  -  ing  Fa  -  ther 

stands  weep-ing      at  ev    -    'ry     cot  -  tage      door.  We  are  com  -  ing  Fa  -  ther 

loy    -   al      men    and  true    have  gone       be  -    fore.  We  are  com  -  ing  Fa  -  ther 
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A-braham,  tluee  hun  -  dred  thousand  more ! 

A-braham,  three  hun  -   dred  thousand  more  ! 

A-braham,  three  hun  -  dred  thousand  more  I 

A-braham,  three  hun  -  dred  thousand  more ! 


We  dare     n'^t    look      be- 

And  bay-onets    in       the 

And  a      fare   well    group 

Six  hun  -  dred  tlicu-sand 
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•  hind  us,  but  stead -fast  -  ly  be  -fore 
sunlight  gleam,  and  bands  brave  mu-sic  pour, 

stands  weep-ing  at  ev  -  'ry  cot  -  tage  door, 
loy  -   al  men    and    true  have  gone   be -fore, 


We     are    coming  Fa-ther     A-braham,     three 
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hnn-dred  thousand    more  ! 
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WE    ARE    COMING,  FATHER    ABRAHAM. 


SIX    HUNDRED    THOUSAND    MORE. 
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FATHER  ABRAHAM'S  REPLY  TO  THE 

SIX  HUNDRED  THOUSAND  MORE 
With  Energy. 
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I    wel  -  come  you      my  gal  -  lant     boys,     Six  Hundred    Thousand  More. 
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WHEN  JOHNNY  COMES  MARCHING  HOME. 


Words  and  Music  by  Louis  Lambert. 
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men        will    cheer,    the  boys        will  shout,    The       la    -    dies      they   will      all        turn     out, 
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And   we'll      all          feel          gay,      When       John  -  ny     comes  march  -  ing           home. 
And   we'll      all          feel          gay.      When       John  -  ny     comes  march  -  ing           lionie. 
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And   we'll      all  feel  gay,      When       John  -  ny     comes  march  -  ing  home. 

And   we'll      all  feel  gay,      When       John  -  ny     comes  march  -  ing  home. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Commence  very  softly. 


Arecoming,  are  coming,  are  comiug.are  coming,  are  coming,are  coming  once      more. 
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Are     com        -       ing.  are      com        -        ing,  are      com        -         ing  once       more. 
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WE'LL  FIGHT  IT  OUT  HERE  ON  THE  OLD 

UNION  LINE. 


Words  by  Chaplain  Lozier 
With  .Sjnn^^ 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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to  the  staa    -  dard     we 

by  the  side          of      the 

and  that  "Flag        of      the 

and  our  mot    -      to    shall 
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men  Who 

Free,"  Shall 

be,  What 
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Free-dom's  fierce   war,        Ilath       cov-er'd     that     ban  -  ner    with         glo      -      ry. 
true       to     them  then,  And       bade  them  "God  speed"   in       the         bat     -      tie. 

land      or        on      sea,        Whose     trea  -  son     hath  spurn' d  and     dis  -  graced         it. 


Flag      of      the     Free,"    And         all     who   would   die    with 
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Then        ral     -     ly  a    -    gain. 


then  ral    -    Iv 


With   the 


"m^ 


2^ 


li 


te=fc 


B 


ai2S=; 


r— »: 


t=rT 


144        we'll  fight  it  out  here  on  the  old  union  line. 


fe_^-fiv_^=L-^__N_-fa=^ 


5 


:p=c 


3tl<r 


-#— ^- 


-><— .^ 


^— # 


-tg: 


•=— p# i^— /'-J-/ Z'— 1^ 


8ol  -  dier   ami     8ai  -  lor      ami    Bum    -    mer,        And  we'll  fight     it     out   here, 
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Sol  -  dier  and     Sai  -  lor      and   Bum    -    mer,        And  we'll  fight     it     out  here,        on     the 
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old      Un  -  ion      line,  No        odda  if      it      takes    us 
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WE'LL    GO    DOWN    OURSELVES. 


Words  and  Music  bv  Hesky  C.  AVork. 
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years        go  by,       Aud        Peace        re    -    mains        a  etrau  -  ger —  >Vith 

ar   -    mies      march     To  stonn       the         reb     -     el  quar  •  ters —      If 

all         the       men       For  bat    -    tie       have         en      -      list  -  ed —    And 
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WE'LL    GO    DOWN    OURSELVES. 
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Rich-mond        yet    in  reb   -   el  hands,  And      Wash  -  ing-toa      in        dan    -     ger?  What 

as        of        jore,  their   march  -  es     end      Be    -    side        Po- to -mac's      wa     -    ters?   May 
yet       the        reb-els        hold  their  ground,  And      law  is  yet      re    -    sis     -     ted?"  In  - 
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shall  we       do      for  lead  -  ers,  when     Old       Age   this  race      is        crop    -    ping?"  j 

not  we      call     our  sol  -  diers home?  May       not     we  think     of        stop    -    ping?"  I 

stead  of        do  -  ing  as         I  should— The     theme   po  -  lite  -  ly        drop    -    ping,      I 
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A  little  faster. 
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ask'd  some        la  -  dies     whom       I      met — And      didn't  it        set     them        hop     -     ping 

strove     to      frame  the       ques  -  tion     fair — But      did  n't   it        set     them        hop     -     ping 

ven-tured        yet  one       ques  -  tion   more — Oh       did  n't   it        set     them        hop     -     ping 
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CHORUS.    WithSpirU. 
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"What  shall  we      do? 


What  shall  we   do  ?    Why.lay  them  on  the  shelves,  Aud  we'll  go  down  ourselves 


9ig^^ 


v^ 


•}^  >  ^ 


-v-j<- 


^^¥-»^^ 


5 


_^_^_^^_^ 


^->-U-U-k 


:Jntr 


atejttit 


i^:^: 


S^ 


i^:^ 


^ 


N.^f^ 


1 


3t^ 


the  reb-els  something  new. 


And  teach      the  rebels  something  new 
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And  teach  the  rebels  some     thing 


Andteach  the  rebels  something        new. 
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WHEN  SHERMAN  MARCHED  DOWN  TO  THE  SEA. 


Allegretto. 


:B^¥i£Eteitel 


1.  Our  camp  fires  shone  bright  on  the  moun  -  tain    That 

2.  When  cheer  up-on  cheer  for  bold  Sher  -   man    Went 

3.  Then  forward,  boys ;  forward  to     bat     -     tie,      We 


^ 


frown'donthe  riv  -  er     be  -  low, 

up  from  each  val  -  ley  and  glen, 

march' d  on  our   wea-  ri-some  way, 


^53 


While  we  stood  by  our  guns  in  the  morn  -  ing,  And 
And  tlie  bu  -  gles  re-ech  -  oed  the  mu  -  sic  That 
And westorm'dthewildhills  of  Re  -  sa      -       ca,    God 
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ea-ger-ly watch'dfor  the         foe; 
came  from  the  lips    of    the        men — 
bless  those  who  fell      on  that      dav  ! — 


When  a  horseman  rode  out  from  the  dark    -    nesa  That 
For  we  knew  that  the  stars  on    our   ban    -    ners,  More 
Then    Ken  -  e  -  saw,  dark  in     its    glo     -     ry,  Frown' d 


hung  o  -  ver  mountain  and  tree, 
bright  in  their  splfndor  would  Ije, 
down   on   the   flag      of  the   free, 


And  shouted,  "Boys, up  and  be  rea  -  dy,  For 
And  thcblessiugsfroniNorthlandwouldgreet  us  When 
But  the  East  and  the  West  bore  her  stan    -  dard    When 
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Sherman  will  march  to  the  sea." 

Sherman  march'ddown  to  the         sea. 
Sherman  march' d  down  to  the         sea. 


4  Still  onward  we  pressed  till  our  banners 

Swept  out  from  Atlanta's  grim  walls, 
And  the  blood  of  the  patriot  dampened 

The  soil  where  the  traitor's  flag  falls; 
But  we  (laused  not  to  weep  for  the  fallen 

Who  slept  by  each  river  and  tree. 
Yet  we  twined  them  a  wreath  of  the  laurel, 

And  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  sea. 


5  Proud,  proud  was  our  army  that  morning 

That  stood  by  the  cypress  and  j'ine, 
Then  Sherman  said,  "iioys,  you  are  weary. 

This  day  fair  Savannah  is  mine!" 
Then  sang  we  a  song  f(u-  our  chieftain, 

That  echoed  o'er  river  and  sea. 
And  the  stars  on  our  banners  elionc  brighter 

When  Sherman  marched  down  to  the  sea. 
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CAN   THE    SOLDIER    FORGET? 
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Geo.  F.  Root. 
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-  lov'd  ones  at  home,  we    re-mem-ber,  Ah,  how  can  the  sol  -  dier  for-get?  All  the 

deeds  that  are  hal-low'd  in     sto  -  ry,  We  think  as  we  press  on    our  way;  And  the 

hearts  that  with  an-guish  are  swell  -  ing.        Ye  eyes   that  are  darken'  d  with  fear,  For  the 
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vows  that  were  said  when  we 
path  -  way  that  leads  on  to 
brave  ones  ye  lov'd  past  the 


part  -  ed      Are      sa-cred  and  dear  to   him  yet,  When  the 

glo  -  ry  Gleams  bright-ly    be-fore   us      to-day,  For    the 

tell  -  ing,    Tlie     fall  -  eu  that  sleep  with  us  here,  They  have 
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night  throwsitsman-tle      a   -   round      us.  We  dream 'ueath  the  heav'n' 8  starry  dome.  Of  the 

millions  that  wait    on    our  ef  -  forts,  And  myr  -  iads  the  fu  -  ture  shall  claim,  When  the 

burst  now  the  fet  -  ters   that     bound  them, And high'midtheheav'ns  brightest  ray,  E'en  with 
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dearonea  whose  sweet  spell  haa  bound  us.  And  whose  voi  -  ces  shall  wel-come  us  home, 
pe  -  auB  of  vict-'ry  are  sound -ing,  Shall  most  joy  -  ful-ly  ech  -  o  each  name. 
glo  -  ries    im-mor  -  tal       a   -  round  them.  They  are  look  -  ing    up  •  on     us      to  -  day. 
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CAN    THE    SOLDIER    FORGET? 


Yes,  be-Iov'd   ones  at  home,  we    re  -  mem-bcr.        Ah,   how   can   the  sol  -  clier   for -get? 
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Yes,  be-lov'd   ones  at  home,  we    re  -  mem-ber.        Ah,    how   can   the  sol  -  dier  for -get? 
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All   the  vows  that  were  said  when  we    part  -  ed.    Are    sa  -  cred  and  dear  to    us     yet. 
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All   the  vows  that  were  said  when  we    part  -  ed, 
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Are   sa  -  cred  and  dear  to    us      yet. 
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BROTHER,    TELL    ME    OF    THE    BATTLE. 


Words  by  Thomas  >rAN-AiiA>i  Esq. 
With  expression. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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tell  me     of      the    bat    -     tie,      How  the    sol     -     diers  fought  and        fell.  Tell    me 

tell  me     of       the    bat    -      tie,       For  they   said         your     life      was       o'er.         They   all 

tell  rae     of      the    bat    -     tie,  I     can  bear  to     hear       it  now.         Lay  your 


'±*r 


-5— -N- 


m 


Ji-4zjti 


:«=^ 


^  •  * 


:d-: 


-zf- 


■^-r*?- 


^^F^ 


l^'^l 


COPYRIOIIT   MDCCCLXIV    BY    ROOT  &   CADY. 


^54 


BROTHER,  TELL  ME  OF  THE  BATTLE. 


will     lis -ten       well, 

er       see  you     more ; 

your     fever' d     brow. 


of  the   wea  -   ry  march    -  es.        She  who  loves 

told  me  you     had   fall    -    en.        That  I'd   nev 

head  up  -  on        my    bo    -    sora,        Let  me  soothe 


Broth-er, 
Oh,  I've 
Tell  me 
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draw        thee  close    oe  -  side        me.        Lay  your  head 

been  so    sad      and  lone    -    ly,      Fill'd  my  breast 

are         you   bad  -  ly   wound  -  ed?        Did   we   win 


up-    on       my  breast,      V/hile  you're 
has    been    with  pain.  Since  they 

the     dead  -  ly     fight?  Did     the 
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ing  of  the  bat  -  tie, 
my  dear  -  est  broth  -  er, 
t'ry  crown      our  ban  -  ner? 


Let    your    fe 
I    should  nev 
Did    you    put 


ver'd    fore -head   rest, 
er       see 
the     foe 
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me    of     the  bat  -  tie,    How  the    sol     -     diers  fought  and        fell, 
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O     tell  me   of    the    bat  -  tie,   How  the   sol  -  diers  fought   and         fell. 


fl  " 

^        ^ 

N       V          \ 

y  *«a  i 

1             *^    >; 

1                "      "-        s^ 

1 

/ 

S   ' 

•f    N    ^    ^    ^    N 

1        1         :       > 

^ 

^       ^          W  ' 

... 

fm 

m  '  m 

■■(5' 

V  u 

M     d     m     m     d 

•       •    '"' 

1 

0     tell  me   of    the 

bat  - 

tie,    How  the 

Bol   - 

diers  fought    and 

m     m  .    0 

fell, 
-G' , 

^3 

^ 

'^^  ^^--^  -<^— ^ 

-0 0 0-ir0- 

i— 

-r 

— 

'' 

•     m     m     m  •  m 

'     '       ' 

1 

g^>_H^^J=g=9=^ 


pa 


^ 


r=t 


^= 


4-^- 


II 


iLxs: 


-'^- 


^■0-0- 


A 


-s*- 


-ir—irir 


Z0~ 


d        «- 


Repeat ) 


156 


MOTHER,    IS    THE    BATTLE    OVER? 


Benedict  Roefs. 


Andante. 
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Mother  is  the  bat-tie  o-ver?         Mother  is  the    battle  o'er? 
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Thousands,     thousands  have  been  kill' d,         they  say, 


Is     my   brother  coming?  tell  me 
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Has  our    Arm-y  gain' d  the  day? 


he   well  or        is         he  wound-  ed ': 
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Motli-er,        do  you  ihink  he's  slain?         If  you  know,      I       pray    you   tell     me, 
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^ 


smorz. 


Will      my  brother  come       a-gain  ?  Will     my     broth  -  er  come         a-gain  ? 
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i-tji — < — ♦ 


^ 


i 


(^ 


:|=»t=l= 
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Mother,  dear,  you're  al-ways     sigh   -    ing, 
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MOTHER,    IS    THE    BATTLE    OVER? 


a  tempo. 


Is    my  darling  brother  dead  ?  Is  my  darling  brother  dead  ?  Ah  !  I      see  you 

-^-3  — 


,^ 


iii^ 


st^ 


L-^: 


^ 


:itr3: 


*^ 


:3ii 


-# « •-d^^ 


:i         I      i: 


-z^ 
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iiZ^=-*-=4 


^EESEsEtiiM: 
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can  -  not  tell   me        Broth  -  er's  one  a-mong      the  slain;      Al-though     he  lov'd       us 


V-^ 


^4 


^-•— •^ 


Ifcfcfc^: 
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^-•-gr'tl^i 


-^ 


-JL^i^M-^- 


^ 


:D=i=t=:i— 


^5^ 
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■^s^ 


.-iz^itj: 
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-IV*- 


4-W 1 K =_, 


:fc-t 


:S^ 


It 


ry    dear    -    ly  He  will  nev  -  er  come  again  ! 
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nicxmio  diminuendo. 
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He      wiU      ne    -    ver      come       a-gain. 
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THE    UNION    VOLUNTEERS. 


E.  C.  SAFFEny. 


Dl-UDIH. 


Trumpet,. 
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THE    UNION     VOLUNTEERS. 


* 


--v 


^^^ 


i-*- 


it: 


1.  Ye     loy    -    al      Un    -    ion   vol    -     un-teers,    Your      country  claims  your      aid Say8 

2.  If     des  -  pots   hate       our  free  -    dom,  boys,    And      dare   invade        our      land They'll 

3.  Now  Where's  the  crav    -    en  heart    -  ed  slave,   Who      flies  whenhe      should  stand, Why 


f^T 

p      1 

— h 

=^=^ 

— ^T" 

N— J 

N 

P  - 

— P — * — 

¥ 

«            1 

=^ 

-i   ^ 

—0-^^ 

^ 

— \ 

-• 1 

Un    -    cle   Abe         a      foe         ap-pears,     Are 

find      that    we        are   well       prepar'd,     Our      ri    - 

let        him   fill  a     cow-  ard's  grave,    Un-wept 


to     be  a  -   f raid '; 

fles  in  our     ba"d,. 

as   he's         un-raa.i'd, 


Are 

They'll 

But 


m^^m 


i# 


^ 


-N 


-i3 


g!K 


-^zztt 
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r  7 


rail. 


'&^ 


•— P- 


-^ 


SE 


we  to      be  a-fraid,      my  boys,      No       at         them  we        will  go.  On      Po 

find      each  bank        an    out  -   work,  boys,  Each  bush  a      liv    -    ing  fire,         We'll 

we        will    at         our  conn  -  try's  call,      In -scribe    our  names       on  high,        Hur 


THE    UNION    VOLUNTEERS. 


i6i 


rt^ir^ 
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-^ -X- 

MP=? 

1 — 
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a  '  * 

— •- 

#-v  ^ 

— N— 

J 

V 

to    -mac's  banks    we'll  close       our  ranks,    And  march       to   meet      the      foe. 


We'll 


burn       the   grass        be  -  neath     their  feet,     And 'force     tbem    to  re   -  tire.  We'll 

rah!     we'll  mus    -    ter      cue        and   all,      And  brave  -   ly      do  or      die.  We'll 


is 


T^^^ 


f=^ 


-#— ^ 


r 


^.  tt_ 


=^=E 


-•— ^ 


t: 


:t: 


3 


just        say  who's       a-fraid        my  boys,      And    at        them  we        will    go,  On      Po  - 


4-*^ ^-f^ 


3tZI3L 


;i=it 


to  -  mac's  banks,  we'll  close      our  ranks,    And  brave  -  ly  eh 


the      foe. 


1^    I 


1^  ■#-      T       -•-     F        I, 
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BURY  THE  BRAVE  WHERE  THEY  FALL. 


H.  L.  Frisbie. 


Enpressivo. 


I 


^ 


^ 


1.  Oh  bu     -     ry 

2.  Tho'         name  -  less 

3.  The  sun  -  light 


the      brave  on  the 

the      graves  where   their 

and        rain  will  a  - 


♦    ^ 


SgE^^ 


-&    -^   -r 


-Jti 


^  ■# 


s^ 


-1-—^ 


A — ^ 


a^ 


i^ 


d — <^- 


— I 0-i- 


field    where  they    fall ;      Let    them  sleep        be    -     neath        the  sod, 

ash     -     es        re  -  pose       All       un  -  hal  -    low      -      ed  by  tears, 

-  wale   -    en     the  flow' rs  That        in   beau    -    ty  o'er        them        wave, 


That 
Their 
The 


(I 


■^ 


■*? — fvsf K-^- 


:q=T- 
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463 


;i(*=i?^ 


?^=?=P=z'=it 


=N=^ 


=±zd 


3 


iij-qz 


M~±: 


-N-#- 


drank   up  their  blood      in    the   dead  -  ly      af  -  fray,  When  their  spir-its  went     home  to 

lau  -  rels    are  fade    -  less,  they  nev  -  er    can    die,    While  we      measure   the      fleet     -    ing 
soft  whisp' ring  bree  -    zes       a        re  -  qui  -  em   sad,     Murm'ring      o  -  ver  their      loue     -     ly 


t-z^ir^ 


3= 


^    ^ 


^ 


-• — 0- 


TX 


:^=t^ 


ii^ 


^^r 


-ft—^— 


:t^=tc 


God: 
years ; 
grave  ; 


Let  their  rest- ing  place  be  where  their  brave  deeds  were  done  ;  With  the 
Tho'  no  mar-ble  may  rise  o'er  their  low  lone  -  ly  beds,  There  to 
But   we  mourn  for   them  not  as     all        calm  -  ly  they  sleep,      Far    a  - 


i 


Sfc^ 
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9-h 
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i^ 


:p=p= 


-f^- 


4^=rP=it 


'-^=ff- 


ban-ner,       the   ban-ner    for  their         shroud ; 
point  out        tlie     sa-cred,   sa-cred  spot, 

way  from        the    lov-iug   household  band. 


-^-^- 


And  its  stars  shall  keep  watch  as  they 
Yi't  the  hearts  of  the  na  -  tion  their 
For  the     brave  and    the     no    -    ble     die 
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BURY    THE    BRAVE    WHERE    THEY    FALL 


=g^ 


-^ 0^ 


E5 


:=i=q: 


^^^m 


peace  -    fill    -    ly      sleep,     Far         a    -    way  from      the        gatli     -     'ring    crowd, 
nieiii    -    'ry       will    keep,      Its      dead      he  -  roes      are       nev-er  for    -    got. 

nev     -     er        in      vain.  When  they        die    for      their         na      -      live        land. 


Then  sleep     on 


|i?* 


-fc^ — #     d      W- 


t: 


soft      be      thy      re    -    pose, . 


B?^^ 
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Then  sleep      on,  sleep    on,  .';ofl      be      thy      re     -     pose,. 


-A — N- 
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_-=2^ 


Then    sleep      on 


9i^- 
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soft     be      thy     re  -  pose,         And 
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BURY    THE    BRAVE    WHERE    THEY    FALL. 
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n^0- 
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green        be  the      turf        mi    tl'v      breast. 
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The         glo       -       rioua  stars  of     (jur 
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-•— #^ 
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^ ^ #- 

Tlie  glo      -       rious  stars        shall 


jggj 


:p=p: 


ilt:^ 


■^■=^     U  U 


itz *: 


green        be  the      turf       on   thy     breast., 


The        glo      -      rious  stars        shall 
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Repeat  pp. 
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ban    -     ner  shall  watch      O'er    the      gravea  where  the      he     -     rocs    rest. 
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watch,     shall         watch 
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■  ly  rest. 


EE 
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watch,     shall  watch      O'er    the      graves  where  the      he    -     roes    rest. 
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WE  ARE  COMING  FROM  THE  COTTON  FIELDS. 


Words  by  J.  C N. 


J.  C.  Wallace. 


1.  We  are 

2.  We  have 

3.  We  will 

4.  By  the 


a 


p^ 


^r-^ 


■^ 


pgg^ji 


-ft—^- 


-V—^- 


'M 


/!— ' 


com   -  ing  from      the     cot- ton      fields,  We're  cora-ing       from          a -far;  AVe    have 

digg'd  our   hist        per  -  ta  -  ter        here        In     old    Car     -     li     -  ner  State,  And    we'll 

leave  our  chains     be  -  hind  us,       boys,      The   pris-on,         and  the   rack;  And   we'll 

hea    -  vy  chains    that  bound  our  hands  Thro'  cen  -  tu    -    riea  of  wrong,  We    have 
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r,  "^  i  '     \      V        ^ 

^ 

u  ^y^   '^    > 

s    *       s    s 

1              N       "*      1 
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-^ — N — !^— -S 

-\ il— .1 

W-"    '^=^—tA 
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0          S          *'      ' 

*       "       1 

left     the    plow,    the   hoe      and     ax  And  are     go  -  iog       to       the   war;  We  have 

leave  these  Ban  -  dy     dig  -  gins    now  For     he  true     Con  -  fed    -  cr  -  ate ;  We  have 

hide      be  -  neath      a        sol- dier's  coat,         The      scars      up    -  on      our  backs ;  And  we'll 

Icaru'd    the  hard  bought  les  -  son    well,  How   to      suf  -  fer       and      be  strong ;  And  we 


^ 


'S^ 


-«— ^- 


v—^ 


left      the      old        plan  -  ta  -  tion      seat,      The     su  -  gar 
left      the    frogs      with  -  in    the      slough      To    sing    a 


teach    the    world 


les  -  son      soon,        If      tak-en 


and 
lone 
bv 


the  cane, 
and  hop 


Where 
In 


the 


the  hand,       How        the 


ly      ask         thepow'rto        snow,    What  freedom       does        for  man ;        And     we'll 


--i^i=^ 


^i=^^ 
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work'd    and    toil'd 

swamp  lands   and 

night     shall  come 

give       a       sign 


with     wea  -  ry         feet,  In  sun  and     wind       and  rain, 

the       mead-ows  where  We  reap'd  old       Mas  -   sa's  crop. 

be  -    fore     'tis  noon,  Up  -    on  old      Pha  -  raoh's  land. 

to    friend   and        foe.  As  none  be   -   side          us  can. 
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=     i^ 
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CHORUS 


WE    ARE    COMING    FROM    THE    COTTON    FIELDS. 

N Sr      N 


^^=3^*='- 


-•-^^S^B 


:^S;t: 


Ife 


Then        come      a  -  long,     my       bnvs,        Oh,         come,       come        a  -  long. 


Then 


^^^ 


=^- 


4S 


-^-^=^1^ 


:ft 


f^= 


^3 


Then        come      a  -  long,     my       boys,        Oh,         come,       come        a  -  long,  Then 


i»? 


u.. 


Pi= 


(^ 
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%^^^ 
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¥- 
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come        a  -  long       my     broth  -  ers,         Oh,  come,      come 

ii  ^ _^ 


long.         We      are 


iEi=j5=±=i 


-•-I-lt=± 


:^=i: 


ii^^ 


a  -   long       my     broth  -  ers.       Oh, 


come,      come        a  -   long,         We      are 
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F=r^f 
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:EE 


?=p=^? 


WE    ARE    COMING    FROM    THE    COTTON    FIELDS. 

>  .  .  V  -Ov 


com-  ing    from        the    cot  -  ton     fields,  We're  com -ing    from         a  -  far, 
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We    have 
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-^-^^—0-^-^\-¥r=^^=^ 


J^-#- 


-^ 
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:j ^^ 


com-  ing    from        the    cot  -  ton     fields,  We're  com  -  ing    from         a-  far.  We    havt 
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-^r-tt 
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»» 


m^ 


I 
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^- 


left         the    plow      the       hoe       and      ax,        And  are    go  -  ing        to         the 
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left         the    plow      the       hoe       and      ax,        And  are    go  -  ing        to 
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SOMEBODY'S   DARLING. 


Mrs.  E.  K.  Craavtoed 


fc£ 


iiP 


5=? 
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t^ 
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^^ 
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Tenderly. 
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3t-* 
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^T-N 
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3t3t 
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1.  In     -     to    a   ward        of  the  white- wash' J  walls,        Where      the     dead      and  the    dy     -      ing 

2.  Mat  -  ted  and  damp    are  the  curls        of       gold,  Kiss  -  ing  the  snow       of  that  fair       yonng 

3.  Kiss         him    once  for     some  -  body's  sake,  Mur  -  mur  a  pray      -      er      soft         and 


lay,  Womid-ed  by    bay     -      o-nets,sheU3        and      balls, 

brow,  Pale    are  the  lips  of        del     -      i-cate  mould- 

low,  One      bright  curl         from  its  fair  mate    take. 


Some-body's  dar  -  ling  was 
Some -body's  dar  -  ling  is 
They      were    some    -    body's 


*^^ 
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born       one  day.        Some    -    biidv's    dar    -    ling,  so  young 

dy     -     ing  now,       Back        fi-ojii  the  beau    -    ti  -  ful    blue 

pride,    you  know,      Some    -    body's  hand  hath       rest 


and  80  brave.       Wear     -     ing 
veined   brow.      Brush        all  the 
ed      there,      Was  it      a 


i^— ^ 


3tlC 


yet  on  his  ])ale,  sweet  face, 
wan  -  dering  waves  of  gold, 
iiioth     -     er's,    soft        and  white 


now- 
fair, 


^ 


■-X 


:S— 


il 


Thelin   -    ger- ing  look  of    liis    boy-hood's  grace. 

Some-  bod-y's    dar    -    ling    is     still        and  cold. 

Been  bap    -   tiz'd         in  those     waves        of  light? 


4  God  knows  best — lie  was  somebody's  love, 

Somebody's  lieart  hath  eushrin'd  him  there, 
Somebody's  wafted  his  name  above, 

Night  and  morn  on  the  wings  of  jirayer. 
Somedody  wept  wlien  he  niarclied  away, 

Lixiking  so  liandsome,  brave  and  grand  ; 
Somebody's  kiss  on  his  forehead  lay. 

Somebody  clung  to  liis  parting  liand. 


5  Somebody's  waiting  and  watching  for  liim, 

Yearning  to  clasping  him  again  to  her  heart. 
And  there  lies,  with  liis  blue  eyes  dim, 

And  smiling,  ehilil-like  lips  a[iart, 
Tenderly  bury  tlie  fair  young  dead. 

Pausing  to  drop  on  his  grave  a  tear, 
Carve  on  the  wooden  slab  at  its  head, 

"Some-body's  darling  slumbers  here." 
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OUR    COMRADE    HAS    FALLEN. 


With  expressio7i. 


O.  M.  Brewster. 


S 


-P^i^ 


-t 


-0 — 0- 


^-^ 


1.  Our  cora-rade  has        fall-en,     He's 

2.  The    Hag   of    our      coun-try,    'mid 

3.  Our  coin-rade  has       fall-eu,    He's 


-&- 


■iS- 


i 


3^i 


s 


EEEE* 


gone  to  his 
can-non's  deep 
gone      to       his 


rest, 
roar, 
home, 


His   voice      in      full 

Where  fierce  raged    the 

That  bright  world    of 


oho  -  rus  Now  joins  with  the 
bat  -  tie,  Still  proud  -  l_v  he 
glo    -     ry,  Where  blest    spir  -  its 


i 


q^i=^ 


=^ 


^S 


Ifli 


--X 


blest, 
bore 


O        weep     for 
The 
O 


stars     and      the 
weep      for     the 


fall  -  en !     No        more  shall     we        hear  His 

stripes  now  Float         o    -  ver       his      grave,  He 

f.all-en!    We'll        see     him      no        more.  Till 
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tones  in  sweet  ran  -  sic  Fall  soft  on  the  ear. 
(lied  for  his  coun  -  try,  His  coun-try  to  save, 
we    join     the     cho  -  rus  On      Canaan's  fair  shore. 


Tread  light  -  ly,    speak 


soft  -  Iv, 
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Tread  light  -  ly,    speak  soft-ly,    He's 
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gone      to       his      grave ;      He      died      for      his      coun-try,    His      coun-try       to       save. 
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gone      to        his      grave ;       He      died      for      his      couii-try,    His      coiin-trv        to        save. 
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THE    DRUMMER    BOY    OF    SHILOH. 


MocleTdto  Andante. 


Will  S.  Hays. 
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1.  On   Shi  -  loh's  dark  and  bloody    ground, 

2.  Look  down     up -on    the   battle  -    field, 

3.  "Oh,  Moth  -  er,"  said  tlie  dying       boy, 


The   dead     and  wound-ed  lay ;  A  - 

Oh,  Thou,    our  Heav'nly      Friend!  Have 

"Look  down  from  heav'n  on  me,  Ee  - 
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mongst      them  was  a      drummer   boy.  Who      beat    the   drum       that     day.  A 

mer     -      cy     on  our       sin-ful    souls!"  The        sol-diers   cried —    "A  -  men!"  For 

■  ceive  me     to  thy    fond   em  -  brace —  Oh,      take   me    home  to      thee.  I've 
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wound-ed      sol  -  dier      held  him  up —        His      dniiu  was    b_v      his        side; 
gath  -  er'd 'round    a  lit  -  tlegroup,      Each    brave  inan  kiu'lt  and      crifd  ; 

lov'd    my   coun  -  try  as   my  God  ;         To      serve  theni  both  I've    tried," 
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clasp'd       his  hands,  then  rais'd    his      eyes,        And   pray'd  before         he    died,  He 

list'    -    ned    to         the   drum-nier      boy,        Wlio   pray'd  before         he    died,  They 

smiled,    shook  hands, death  seized  the      boy         Who   pray'd  before         he    died,  He' 
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chisp'd      his  hands,  then  rais'd  his  eyes, 

list'     -     ned      to    the      drummer  boy, 

siniled,shookhand3,death  seized  tlie  boy 


And 
Wli. 
\Vh. 


pray'd  before 
pray'd  before 
|iray'd   before 


he  died, 
he  died, 
he  died. 


4  Eacli  soldier  wept,  then,  like  a  child — 

Slout  hearts  were  they,  and  brave  ; 
Tlie  flag  liis  winding  slieet —  God's  book 

The  key  unto  his  grave. 
They  wrote  upon  a  simple  board 

These  words  ;  This  is  a  guide 
To  those  who'd  mourn  the  drummer  boy 

Wlio  prayed  before  lie  died. 


5  Ye  angels  'round  the  Throne  of  Grace, 

Look  down  upon  the  braves. 
Who  fought  and  died  on  Shiloh's  plain, 

Now  slumb'ring  in  tlieir  graves! 
How  many  homes  made  desolate — 

How  many  hearts  have  eighcd — 
How  many,  like  that  drummer  boy, 

Who  prayed  before  they  diedl 
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MOTHER    WAITING    FOR    THE    NEWS. 


Words  by  Mrs.  S.  Wolverton. 
Moderato  c  rantabile. 


Music  by  H.  Castle. 
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1.  Moth  -  er   wait-ing      for  the  news  From  the  dark  red  bat  -  tle-grouud, 

2.  Do        you  see  your  proud  young  soldier       Fight-  ing,  fall    amidst  the  slain? 

3.  Do        you  see  him  wound'd    ly  -  ing,  All  the  lights  around  him  dim? 

4.  Moth  -  er,  when  the  thoughts  are  thronging    And  the  mem' ries  soft- ly   speak 
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Hear      you  not      the         host      of      an   -   gels,  Foud  -  ly    circ-ling  you     a  -  round  ? 
AVijie        a  -  way  those        tear  drops,  moth  -  er.    You      shall  see  your  boy     a  -  gain. 

Lis    -  ten,  moth  -  er,  flames    his    spir    -    it.   Pain      can   ncv  -  er  concpu'r    him ! 

And        the  tear   drop        sad  -  ly      steal  -  ing  Down      thy    ten-der   mother's  cheek. 
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Bear  -  ing     up      amidst  the   fear    -  ing, 

And    the  Christ  shall  be    his    cap     -  tain 

He      went  forth  to  serve  his  Coun    -  try, 

Raise    thine  eye   to   God,  our  Fath    -  er. 


Light-ing  hope' s  en  -  dur  -  ing  star. 
And  he'll  join  the  ranks  a-bove 
And    he  knows  she  needs  hiiu  now. 

Take     in  pray'r  thy  dar-ling  son; 
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Leav-ing  strength  of      God's  own      giv  -  ing  Where      the  wait- ing  mothers    are. 

And     he'll  march   be   -   neath      a      Ban  -  ner  Bear  -  ing  but  the  word  of    love: 

And      he'll  serve    by        cheer  -  ful   wait  -  ing,  Teach    the    weaker  spir- its    how. 

Bend       be -fore     the        foot -stool  trust  -  ing  Whis  -  per  low.  Thy  will  be    done. 
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thu  news,        feel 


ing  pain   but  you  can         feel. 
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CORPORAL    "SCHNAPPS. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 


Not  too  fast. 
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*  "Sch"  throughout  this  song  hus  the  soft  German  sound  of  ah,  as  for  instance,  Schnappt. 
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CORPORAL    SCHNAPPS. 


schweetlieart,  von    coot      pa  -  tri  -  ot  -  ic  kirl,  She     trives    me        off       mit  der  war.  I 

Jays       all    niglit,  mine   head  up  -  on  a  schtump,And*"sinks  to  schleep"  in    der  mud.       Der 
scliplits    him  sometimes       mit    an      i  -  ron  wedge,  And    cuts    him       up      mit     a     saw.       They 
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fights      for     her      der    pat-ties     ot     te    flag —    I  schtrikes  so       prave    as     I      can ;  Put 

night -mare  comes — I    catch  him  fer- ry   pad —   I      treams    I      schleeps  mitderfGhost ;  I 

kives      me    peef,      so      fer  -  ry,    fer  -  ry   salt,    Like      Sod-om's       wife,      you     know ;  I 
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now  long  time  she  nix  re-mem-pers  me.  And  coes  mit  an-oth  -  er  man. 
wakes  next  morn  -  ing  fro-zen  in  der  cround,  So  schtiff  as  von  schtone  post, 
sure    -   ly    diuks  they      put  him  in    der  prine  Von        hun     -     tred  years      a    -    co. 
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111  this  line  retard  the  movement,    t  Give  this  worj  the  time  ot  an  eighth  note  only,  and  rest  halt  a  measure. 
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Zher-nia-ny   t )  live,  AndleavespoorSchnaj)psi)e    -    Iliad       LeavespoorSchnappspe- hind. 
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Zher-ma-ny   to  live,Andleave8poorSchnapp8pe    -    hind,      LeavespoorSchnappspe -hind 


Py'n  py  we  takes  von  lily  in  der  iSoutli- 

We  schtays  there  von  wliole  year ; 
I  kits  nie  soureront  much  as  I  can  eat, 

I'nd  hlenty  Inccar  jiier. 
I  meets  \o\\  Lay  repel  in  der  schtreet, 

So  handsome  effer  I  see  ; 
1  makes  to  her  von  ferry  callant  pow — 

Put  ah !  she  scbpits  on  me. 


>  "Hart  times:"you  say,  "whatforyou  folunteer?' 

I  tolt  you,  friend,  what  for : 
Mine  schweet-heart,  von  coot  patriotic  kirl, 

She  trove  nie  off  mit  der  war. 
Alas!  Alas!  mine  bretty  little  von 

Vill  Bchmile  no  more  on  me  ; 
Put  schtill  I  fighte  de  patties  of  te  flag 

To  set  mine  countries  free. 
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I    GOES    TO    FIGHT    MIT    SEIGEL. 


p.  Poole. 

Moderato, 


Samdel  Loveb. 
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1.    I've    come  shust  now     to  tells   you  how, 


^w^^ 


3^s^ 


:t^^ 


-^ — n- 


^^^ 


^      ^ 


m 


-Wt- 


^— «- 


r=^= 


-»— p- 


^ 


3=2: 


i^^^J^^ 


ir-?- 


^M— # — 5-.-J55 — ^ 


S 


^^=» 


^     M, 


^•- 


^ 


Q= 


ifczi^t 


mit        reg  •  i    •    men  •  tals,      To   schlauch    dam  voes     of     Lib  -  er    -  ty,         Like 


i 


"1 N- 


:*=^=it 


^ 


^=^ 


-^     s  r 


^   ^  ^ 


;i^E^ 


3^ 


— «- 


I    GOES   TO    FIGHT   MIT    SIEGEL. 


183 


iig 


:;^- 


1^ 


t''^ 


S 


* — ^     

deui      old    Con  -  ti    -    nen     -     tals,         Vot  fights  niit      Kng  -  land 

— (N 


long 


To 


^^ 


"Ctj^ 


-•--•-•    -^ 


•~t- 


s^ 


-^-#- 


save      de    Yank  -  ee        Ea 


g*' 


e;      Un     now  I      gets     my 


a? 


so  -  jer  clothes;       I'm 


=f^^ 


•^>= 


•     ^^~^ 


-#■  *?•--#■■•■ 


li 


■^    *:       :: 


?!>== 


:, — \ N- 


^-x^ 


going      to     fight    mit        Sie    -      -      gel. 
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I     comes    from     de      Dent-sehe  Countree,       I    works  somedimes 
I>eut  -  chen   mens   mit      Si  -  gels    band,  At  fight  -  iug      have 
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I    GOES    TO    FIGHT    MIT    SIEGEL 
espress,  ^^  con  spirito.-;^^ 


I    keeps  a  la    -    ger      beer     sa  -  loon, 
ven       ChefiE  Dav  -  is      mens    we    meet, 


Un  den        I      goes        ehoe-mak     -     ing;      But 
We  schlauch  em  like        de      tuy      -      vil,  Deie's 


now        I     was        a         eo     -    jer  been  to      save    the      Yank  -  ee        Ea    -    gle;      To 

ou    -    ly     von    ting      vot  I    fear,  Veu      pat  -  tling      for       de        Ea    -    gle,      I 
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schlauch  dem     tarn    se    -    ces    -    sion  volks,     I'm    going      to     fight  rait        Sie      -      gel. 
vont      get      not      no         la      -      ger  beer,    Ven  I   goes      to     fight  niit       Sie      -      gel. 


-J^-ffs^ 


-• — •- 


;:^ 


:W— U 


^izSz 


i^ 


e 


-N— ir 


gets     ein        tarn 
ra  -  tions      dey 


-y— *- 


big 
gives 


salt  -  y 


guns, 
pork, 


Un 
I 


^ 


& 


xm 


-^        ♦ 


1-    

I  GOES  TO  FIGHT  MIT  SIEGEL. 

-^- 

— (— 

185 

puts 
dink 

-»  J' '- 

him      to      mine 
>  dat      was      a 

sboul-  der,         Den    march      so     bold  like  a 
great     sell;         I           pet     -     ter  likes       de 

0 

big 
so    - 

jack    horse,      Un 
ur  -  krout,       De 

y  ■  V  1       1 

1* 

1 

ft 

^ 

JLb    J 

1        *> 

*i           *            1 

m                 ^ 

1                N     •< 

\W^^—w— 

m i 

_S • 2 — 

-M S ^ '■ — 

J               J        ' 

■^      ♦ 

— 1 1 

~% « fl — 



-*— 

\^^i — 1~ 

~r — f — ^ — 

T f i 

•       •<       •       •< 

"dz ^— s — 1 

\^\f     1 

4 — ^    ^ 

-f>-^ '- 

A 2 U 

; 

-M— 

•     ' 

^■" 

L^, ^ 1 

• ^ 

-zi -■ 

"T: — ^i^ 

r^ — KrT ^ 

1 — ^ 

A      » 

rf — p — ^- 

r— I 

JU^ — ^  _^  ^. fv_ 

^-i^i-^- 

-^--K 

-w f- 

-f ^ 

-y — J — m — 

-^— ^- 

^ *-^-^-  i '     a 

d       ' »- 

f-* 

— — b- 

-V — ^— 

J^ / • — 

-p    « 

may  been  some  -  ding  bold    -     er; 
swit  -  zer  -  kaise     un     pret    -    zel. 

I      goes    off 
If  Fight  -  ing 

mit    de 
Joe    will 

^ 

vol  -  un  -  teers, 
give     us      dem, 

To 
Ve'll 

I    ii~'fi           K        *•              V         ». 

1^  «    ^' 

N 

w~t  ^~t~— 

"7       ! 

-%r^ 

^— ^ 

-i-^^-A 

Y  ^    > 

^     1^ 

• 

■0- 

^f — i^-^i^ — ^— i^ 

-d ir-# ^ 

-• s— 

-^ i^ 

-* — if — ^ 

>  V  „    ^ — *? — A — ^— 

— 1 *? 1 — 

' 

1 ^~ 

-T *^ 

- — ^ — > 

\       y       \ 

!             ' 

' 

A 

•           • 

• 

• 

• 

m        ^      i" 

J    1 

p 

«        * 

'       p     r  p 

^ 

^ 

s. 

^ 

. 

S 

jL.  n 

—^ — 

_•_ 

-\ b — ^ — 

-f — »-^2 — ^ 

— ^ 

— \— 

-^— N 

vy  — 

~^~ 

— V /— 

-' ^ — "S — 

-k- 

:^ 

—0 — 

# 

-^•— 

gave 
save 

de 
de 

Yank  -  ee 
Yank  -  ee 

Ea    -    gle;        To      give 
Ea    -    gle;        Un      I'll 

dem 
put 

Reb  -  el 
mine  vrou 

vel  ■ 
in 

• 

lers      fits, 
jreech-aloons 

I'm 

,      To 

j 

U      1                I 

IV.                         -                           1 

A.  b     J               1 

^      1^ 

r^ 

1 

rfT)'^    ^             J 

1 

0 

/ 

1 

7 

7 

1 

ly 

*' —    0      *! 

9{ 

«| 

«| 

• 

•#• 

■w 

— f 
-#- 

1 

r*' 

-^^                   1^                      ' 

1 

Lj., 

r 

• 

t 

^ 

V 

T^ 

•f 

^ 

y 

■■^  1? 

»             1 

1       '         ,       1 

7 

\ 

1 

1           s 

, 

#1 



-?    • 

• 

m 

I 

=^=^ 


H*«* — K- 


going    to    fight       mit       Sie     -     -     gel. 
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186 


GRAFTED    INTO    THE    ARMY. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Jimmy  has  gone  for     to    live    in     a   tent,  They  liave grafted  hiin  in- to  tlie    ar-my  ;  He 

up    in  his      u  -  nicorn— dear  lit- tie  chap  ;  They  havegrafted  him  in- to  the    ar-my;  It 

in  my  pro -vis-ions     I     see  hiin  reveal'd,  They  havegrafted  him  in- to  the    ar-my;  A 
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fi-  n:il-ly   pucker'd   up  courage  and  went,  When  they  grafted  him  iu  -  to  the  ar-my.  I 

eeemsbut    a    day  since  he      eot  in  my  lap,     But  they  grafted  him  in -to the  ar-my.  And 

pick-et      be-sidethe     con  -  teat  -  ed  field,  They  have  grafted  him   iu-tothe  ar-my.  He 
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told  them  the  child  was  too  young,     alas  !  At  the  captain'sforequarters,  they  said  he  would  pass,They'd 
these  are  the  trousies  he  used  to  wear — Them  very  same  buttons — the  patch  and  the  tear —  But 
looks  kind-er  sickish — be-gius      to  cry —      A      big  vol-un-teer  standing  right  in  his  eye  1      Uh 
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train  him  up  well  in  the  in-fant  -  ry  class — So  they  graft-ed  him  in -to  the  ar-my. 
Tri -cle  Sam  gave  him  a  bran  new  jiair  When  they  grafted  hira  in  -  to  the  ar-my. 
iliat    if  the  duck-yshould      up      and  die  Now  they've  grafted  him    in-tothe     ar-my. 
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GRAFTED    INTO    THE   ARMY. 


irifc 


^ 


lizzt 


^^. 


i/-ti 


Oh,    Jim-my,  farewell!    Your  broth  -  ers  fell  Way  dowu      in   Al    -    a  -  bar  -  my  ; 


fi=E^ET=Pi 


=^=?^ 


N     N 


■^     *   -^ 


-A— N- 


#-•- 


=N=? 


-?-V 


# — • — •- 


Oh,    Jim-my,  farewell  I    Your  broth  -  ers    fell  Way  down      in   Al   -    a  -  bar  -  my  ; 


ia 


Si 


:p=P= 


>^>^ 


.•_^_ 


:t3t 


-f»-#- 


:U=t 


-«?-^- 


^^ 


^5^i=S 


i^i^zi^zS 


n==n: 


t-t 


-'N-^^ 


*■  # 


^  V 


•*-^     •#■*- 


■^t^ 


^    T^: 


9^ 


a 


:^=^i2 


i     5 


-.5^ 


P^^^^^sig 


i 


N     N     I 


^— r 


thought  they  would  spare  a    lone  widder's  heir,  But  they  graft-ed    him    in  -  to    the     army. 

4, 


p  /  J  jl  ;jiifl 


■^   ■&  -&     -^   ■*■  -^  -^  9     »     m- 
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N-^ 


^  N  N 


fc— ^ 


N     N     N     N     N 


i^ 


J  J  /j^ 


3tznt 


thought  they  would  spare  a    lone  widder's  heir,  But  they  graft-ed    him    in  -  to    the     army. 


2=P=#=Zji=pE: 
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^^ 
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UNCLE    JOE'S      HAIL    COLUMBIA! 


Words  and  Music  by  IIexry  C.  Work. 


Moderato. 


:=l=]=q= 


;tii=d=z=P=\:. 


Ted. 


* 


'Ped. 


* 


¥ed. 


^Er^ 


U. 


* 


r 


r 


-'^ 


i 
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1.  Un  -   cle      Joe   comes    home      a        sing  -  ing,         Ilail., 

2.  Bress  -  ed    days,       I  lib        to        see      dcm,  Hail. 

3.  Dis        is      what      <Ie  war      was  brought   for,  Hail.. 


Co  -  luiu  -  by! 
,  Co  -  him  -  by ! 
Co    -    hiin  -  bv ! 


P 


— <g- 
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UNCLE    JOE'S      HAIL    COLUMBIAI 


^: 


Glo  -  rious  times  de 
I  hab  drawu  a 
Dis        is      wliat    onr 


Lord        is      bring  -  in' —  Now  let         me     dit 

breflf        of      free  -  doui —  Now  let         me     dit 

fad    -    ers   fought    for —  Now  let         me     di 


m 


-t- 


*-rr 


-si- 


f 


C3 


^£^t^ 


:^ 


Fling  de  chains  in 
Nine  -  ty  years  I 
Dar's       an       end  to 


bore 
all 


:|=3^r 


J: 


.S     S     N 


de  rib-ber —  Lay 
de  bur-den,  Den 
dis    sor-row,       Com 


^ 


de  bur  -  den 
he  heard  my 
in'  bye   and 


by; 

cry  ; 

bye ; 


■^       ^       -& 


-G>- 


-z^- 


^- 


Dar  is  one  who  will  de 
Stan  -  din  on  de  banks  ob 
Pray  -  in'        for      dat      bress  -  ed 


_J,? ^_J_L_ 

lib  -  her —  Now 
Jor  -  dan —  Now 
mor  -  row —    Now 


let  me     die. 

let  me     die. 

let  me     die. 


Pi: 


\±; 


i^: 


-3^ 
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4  I  hab  seen  <le    rebels  beaten, 

HailCohiinby! 
I  hab  seen  dar  hosts  retreatin' — 

Now  let  me  die. 
O!  His  Union  can't  be  broken, 

Dar's  no  nse  to  try  ; 
No  eech  ting  de  Lord  has  spoken — 

Now  let  me  die. 


5  I'll  go  liome  a  singing  "(ilory!' 
Hail  Columby ! 
Since  I  heard  dis  bressed  story- 

Now  let  me  die. 
'Tis  <le  ransom  ob  de  nation, 

Drawin'  now  so  nigh  ; 
'Tis  de  day  ob  full  salbation — 
Now  let  me  die. 
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GLORY!    GLORY!    HALLELUJAH! 


Arranged  by  Collin  Coe. 


|e 


'^^ 


r.^ 


itzizi: 


?=% 


-J-J-J-J= 


^^=^ 


i 


-N- 


N     ^.^»-[-F  •     ^      F^=#= 


_*?_^. 


-•-^-^-^ *      I.      U  I  ^        1^      ^        ^ 


1.  John  Brown's  bo    -  dy      lies        a      mould-'ring       in  the   grave, 

2.  The        stars  of      Hea  -  ven  are  look   -   ing     kind    -   ly     down,  The 
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John  Brown's  bo  -  dy  lies      a  mould' ring  in  tlii-  grave,  John  Brown's  bo  -  dy  lies       a 

stars  ot  Heav  -  en      are      looli  -  ing  kindly  down,         The      stars        of     Heav-eu        are 


i 


*=* 


^S^i 


A— - 


H^= 


^EE 


mould -'ring  in        the  grave,      His  soul  is  march  -  ing  on. 

loolc  -  ing  kind   -   ly  down       On   the         grave  of    old      John    Brown. 


%^m 


-M- 


~<s-^ 


1- 


mi. 


^ 


He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
His  soul  Is  marching  on. 


His  pet  lambs  wiU  meet  him  on  the  way, 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  tlie  way. 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
And  they'll  go  marching  on. 


4. 


6. 


John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
Jolin  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  liis  back, 
John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  liis  back. 
His  soul  is  marching  on. 


They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree, 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree, 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree. 
As  lliey  march  along. 


i94 


GLORY  1    GLORY  I    HALLELUJAH! 


P 


^- 


zi- 


^^=b3: 


-.--s 


.^-^- 


:^-=s^:^ 


m^i 


3Efe 


Glo    -    ry,    glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  -  lu     -     jah!  Glo    -    ry,    glo  -  ry    hal  -  le   -    lu     -     jah! 


:3^S 


^_H- 


^^SS=-^- 


3=1:^ 


::t: 


H 1 F F- 


-• #- 


V_'i/_^ 


=^ 


# #-r^ 


J * 1 i 1 ei 1 ^ 1 1 -=- 


-y— k'- 
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Glo   -    ry,    glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  -  lu 


Glo   -    ry,    glo  -  ry    lial  -  le   -    lu 


N    ^    N    ^-  j^ 


3=t 


g 


i!E 


-I- 


jti^ 


-iz 
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-^0—0-^r 


^-T^ — P?^_ 
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:^ 
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:t: 


:c: 


-I F — #~ 


^^=t- 


Glo     -    ry,    glo  -  ry    hal  -  le  -  lu 


jah!      His        soul       is     march-ing 


=i 


-A- 


-A-^-^ 


^ -^ 


1 


i 


-==l^ 


-K — K K- 


Glo 


ry,   glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  -  lu      -      jah  I      His        soul       is      march-ing 


N  N  ^  ^  -N 


m= 


d-T~^—^—^—^^^ 


:i 


m 


Z^zf5-ti 


r^t 


:t=t: 


i^zztz^zit^ 
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^EEEt 
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RALLY!  BOYS,  RALLY! 


Words  by  Henry  Hitchcock. 

-N- 


m^^m 


rx 


3E^ 


-0-A — ^— \ 


Music  by  E.  T.  Blackmer. 


i^zi 


•zt 


^=t 


#jl 


-#— ^ 


^ 


^ 


*-¥ — ^ 

gzf bz 


i 


^^ 


-»-i- 


1.  Conuatles,       a  -  wa  -  ken! 

2.  Sol  -  (/icrs,     wAo      prowlli/ 

3.  Shoulder        to     ehoulder, 


thy  country  is  call  -  ing;  En  -  e  -  niies  threaten  the 
oxir  ban  -  ner  up-  bear  •  ing,  March' d  with  brave  Sherman  thro' 
we    march  forth  to      bat  -  tie,     Sing-ing        our       ral  -  ly  -  ing 


m 


£ 


k 


'4'- 


i 


T 


i     £ 


Si- 


-0-i- 


IZZ 


=i!=^ 


~\- 


-^~ 


— ^ — ' 

home  of  the  brave; 
swamps  to  the  Sea, 
song      as      we      go; 


i^ 


k^- 


Swear  by  re  -  menibrance  of  pris  -  on  a|)  -  pall  -  ing 
Say,  shall  your  marching  and  fight  -  ing  and  dar  -  ing 
Sweeping      be  -  fore      us,        "Like  dumb  driv  -  en     Cat  -  tie,'' 


^l^3EEE^ 


^- 


-4 


-^ "-=- 


i 


3 


"S^ 
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RALLY  1    BOYS,    RALLY  I 


Trea  -  son  shall  moul-der     yet  deep    in      the  grave,        Ho!      to      the    res  -  cue, 
All        be       in    vain,      as     they  threat  -  en      to      be  ?  No.'     by     the    love     that 

Trai  -  tors      and  trea -son,    and   cop  -  per  -  head  foe,        Join  with     us,   comrades, 


^-~^- 


r^ 


(i 


■2?" 


^        •^ 


-^^ 


Trai  -  tors  again  would  fain  rob  of  its  glo-ry,  Freedom's  proud  banner  tri  -  umphant  m  right. 
We,  the  sur-vi  -  vors,  in  the  most  solemn  manner,  Swear  that  our  fighting  shall  not  liave  been  vain. 
Trea  -  eon  is  rampant,    and  must    be    ar-rest-ed;  Firm  -  ly    u  -  ni  -  ted    we    nev-er    can  fail. 


RALLY!    BOYS,    RALLY! 
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"J  •    m    »    p    •       p 
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am 


TT— # 


S 


bugle  call  is  sounding;   Battle  scarr'd  heroes,  of  hon  -  or  and  fame; 


Rallv!  Boys, Rally!     The 

~rP \ \ \ -J h-^ ^ 
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Rallyl  BoySjRally!     The  bugle  call  is  sounding;  Battle  scarr'd  heroes,  of  hon  -  or  and  fame; 


K<— V— I i/ — / /- 


^  N  ^  N 
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Fame  then 
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-y— y 


^-i!=^ 


ii^-W 
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H N— N- 
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Join  with  the  ar-my,    our   foemen  confounding;  True  to  thy    col  -  ors,  and  un  -  tar-nish'd  name. 


-^-^- 


-^-^- 


fv-^-N- 


m^ 


-•—^ 


N     N     N 


-»— # 


Join  with  the  ar-my,    our   foeman  confounding;  True  to-thy    col-  ors,  and  un  -  tar-nish'd  name. 
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POOR  KITTY  POPCORN, 


OR  THE  SOLDIER'S  PET. 


By  Heney  C.  Wokk. 


First  verge,  rapidly— second,  lively — third,  moderately — fourth,  slowly. 
lizi 1^ S^-^r-^- 


m^^^3 


k=i: 


1.     Did  you  ev  -  er     hear  the  sto  -  ry    of    the    loy  -  al  cat?    Me  -  yow  ' 


Who   was 


g 


-*? S 


-<&- 


2.     Round  her  neck  she  wore  a    rib-bon — she  was  black  as  iet —    Me  -  yow  J 


And     at 


1^^=^ 


-*?— F 


3.     Now  the  "cruel      war    is    over,"  and  the  troops  disband —    Me  -  yow! 


Kit  -  tv 


■^    a — 


?2= 


-*f— # 


4.     So    she    wanders    on     the  prairie    till  she  sees  his  form —    3Ie  -yow!. 


Car  -  ried 


m 


-^^   V    J  V:^-m-^- 


■^     -^ 


w 


9i^ 


c=^: 


^ 


i^:t 
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-A- 


'        B        '        S^ 

faithful      to    the    flag,  and  ev  -  er      foUow'd      lhat?il/e  -you:! 


^1 


Oh,  she 


i 


once    a      gallant  claiiu'd  her  for  a       soldier's     pet —  Me  -  yowl 


m 


fol  -  lows    as      a  pil  -  grim     to    the     northern  land—  Me  •  yowJ 


Ah!  hut 


§^ 


forth  and    buried    roughly   'mid  the    driving  storm — Me  -  yow'. 


^ 


fe 


Izizi 


'• "-IT 


ti       1 

f>.    N         ^                       >    V 

•L      N      r>.      ^ 

U    ,  j^ 

^^s.^<             <\v              ..>C> 

\\NjVjf<a 

tLh           N      N      S    J^    m'   *      m'      N      '"^      ^      \'^    m'      '^ 

N       fS       S    J^    J        ^    m      f, 

»fsP       ««*••>>*«             N     '     •     # 

m     m     m     ^     •■    ^     •     y- 

VV         m    m    m                <           •#,• 

had    a      happy  home  beneath   a    southern  sky.  But  she  pack'd  her  goods  and  left  it  when  our 

■h^^- 

^ 

^ 

fm'^ 

"V 

■t\     1. 

per-  ils     of    the     battle   and  the  march  she  bore,  Cli  ubing  on   her  master's  shoulder  when  her 

V  1  / 

/Lb 

^ 

rm' 

'  )-' 

Bor-row  0  -  vertakes  her,  and  her  mas-ter  dies.  While  she    sad  -  ly    sits    a    gaz-ing    in    his 

i\'    1 

9>i^- 

^ 

-_                              1 

1 

■' 

1 

slender   frame,  it    shivers     in  the  northern  blast.  As  she      seeks  the  sandy  mound  on  which  tliu 

r,         1 

V  1  ■* 
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POOR    KITTY    POP-CORN. 


0 — # — J — jS — ^-     N     -N — s »y —  I 

. ^ ^ y 0 m. 0 , 1 , 


5  came  nigh,  And  slie  fell    iu  -  to   the     column    with    a   low  glad   cry,  Mt  -  yow. 


i 


feet  were  sore,  ^^  hisp'ring  in  his  ear  with    wonder    at  the  cannon's  roar,  Mc  -  yuu: 


i 


m'\^ ^r- 


dim  blue  eyes,  Till  by  strangers   driven    rude  -  ly  from  the  door,  she  cries,  JIfe -!/ou;.'. 


is^ 


V- 


=t; 


snow  falls  fast,  And  a  -  lone  a  -  mid  the  darkness  there  she  breathes  her  last  Me  -  you 
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Poor     Kit  -  ty 

Pop  -  corn! 

Bur  -  ied       in 

a 

snow 

drift 

1/   " 

now —            Nev  -  er 
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Poor      Kit  -  ty 

1        ^    ^ 
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Pop  -  corn! 

Bur  -  ied       in 

a 

enow 

drift 
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now —            Nev  -  er 
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Poor      Kit  -  ty 

Pop  -  corn! 

Bur  -  ied       in 

a 

snow 

drift 

now —            Nev  -  er 
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more  sliall  ring  the    mu  -  sic   of  your  charming  song,      Mc  -  ijvw  '. 
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more  shall  ring  the    mu  -  sic  of    your  charming  song,     Mt  -  yow  I 


more  shall  ring  the    nui  -  sic   of    your  charming  song,     Mc  -  yow  J 
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SONG    OF    A    THOUSAND    YEARS. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 

zrrzjT 


.^ — J- J — I — 1 — \~ 


i 


i^=? 


-^ N- 


atTJ^iir 


q.: 


1.  Lift      up  your  eyes,        de-spond-ing  freemen !    Fling     to    the  winds    your  need-less    fears! 

2.  What      if    the  clouds,    one   lit  -  tie    mo-ment,      Hide  the  blue  sky     where  morn  ap  -  pears— 

3.  Tell    the  great  world    these  bless-ed     ti-dings !    Yes,   and    be    sure       the    bondman    hears ; 


i 


-^— ^- 


-tr-N 


N— K 


^— #- 


He    who    uu-furl'd      yourbeauteousbanner, 

When  the  bright  sun,     that  tints  them  crimson, 

Tell    the     oppress'd       of     ev  -  'ry    na-tion, 


Says  it  shall  wave  a  thou-sand  years  ! 
Ri  -  ses  to  shine  a  thou-sand  years? 
Ju    -  hi  -  lee    lasts         a    thou-sand  years! 


§3: 


.— J_5-J; 


:^=:t 
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I       1       1 


3^ 


3± 


COPYRIGHT  MDCCCI-Sn   BY   ROOT  k  CADY. 


SONG   OF   A   THOUSAND   YEARS. 


203 


CHORUS.     With  all  the  energy  and  spirit  the  singers  possess. 
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4  Envious  foes,  beyond  the  ocean! 

Little  we  heed  your  threat' uing  sneers  ; 

Litlle  will  they —  our  children's  children — 

When  you  are  gone  a  thousand  years. 

5  Rebels  at  home!  go  hide  your  faces — 

Weep  for  your  crimes  with  bitter  tears  ; 
You  could  not  bind  the  blessed  daylight, 
Though  vou  should  strive  a  thousand  years. 
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Down  to  yjur  own  degr.aded  spheres! 

'Ere  the  first  blaze  of  dazzling  sunshine 

Shortens  your  lives  a  thousand  years. 

7  Haste  thee  along,  thou  glorious  Noonday  ! 

Oh,  for  the  eyes  of  ancient  seers! 

Oh,^  for  ilic  faith  of  Him  who  recl<ons 

Each  of  his  days  a  thousand  years! 
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A    BATTLE    HYMN. 
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HOW  IT  MARCHES!  THE  FLAG  OF  THE  UNION. 


Composed  by  H.  II.  Hawley. 

With  Spirit. 


Arranged  by  Geo.  F.  Eoot. 
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meet  us  at   the  gumtree  down   in   the  swamp,  To  wake  Nic  -  o-de   -  mus    to-day. 
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Nicodemus  was  never  the  sport  of  the  lash, 

Though  the  bullet  has  oft  crossed  his  path  ; 
There  were  none  of  his  masters  so  brave  or  so  rash, 

As  to  face  such  a  man  in  liis  wrath. 
Yet  hisgreat  heart  with  kindness  was  filled  to  the  brim 

He  obeyed  who  was  born  to  command  ; 
But  he  long'd  for  the  morning  whicli  then  was  so  dim. 

For  the  morning  which  now  is  at  band. 


'Twas  a  long  weary  night — we  were  almost  in  fear. 

That  the  future  was  more  than  he  knew  ; 
'Twas  a  long  weary  night — but  the  morning  is  near. 

And  the  words  of  our  prophet  are  true. 
There  are  signs  in  the  sky  that  the  darkness  is  gone. 

There  are  tokens  in  endless  array  ; 
While  the  storm  which  had  seemingly  banish'd  the 

Only  hasten  the  advent  of  day.  [dawn. 
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weal     of     fath  -  er-land,        Wher-e'er      the  star  -  ry    ban    -    ners         fly. 
sword  hath  cleft    in  twain.  Be  friends  and  broth-ers      as  of  old. 
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will       par-ade — who  know     their  trade,     And     trai    -   tors  will     sub-due;. 
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wel  -  come   for         the  lad   -  dies        Who              ral    -  lied  round  the  flag, 

gov    -   ern    was         aU  pow    -   er  -   ful;        It      rules  from  sea  to  sea.. 

Grant    and  Sher  -  man  led         a  -  long,     The    Boys  who  wore  the  Blue, 

still        are   stand  -  ing  by        the      flag,  Proud  that  they  wear  the  Blue.. 
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Just  give        a    loud      and    stir  -  ring  shout,    For  the  Boys      who  wore      the    Blue 
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Just  give        a    loud      and    Btir  -  ring  shout,  For  the  Boys      who  wore      the    Blue. 
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THE    UNRETURNING    BRAVES. 


Words  by  William  M.  Cook. 


Music  by  Phil.  Harmonic. 
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1.  O,  my      heart  is    filled      with  love       For       the 

2.  As         we       look  to  -  ward       the        South,     Our 

3.  Our    brave    boys  are    com  -     ing        home,       With   glad 
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Who         are  si     -    lent      sleep  -    ing         now  Far         a- 

O  how        hap    .    jiy  we       would        be,  In  the 

But  a    -    round       us  at  our         hones    There       is 
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-way  in  un-known  graves,  Through  glo  -  ry  hnv  -  ers  o'er  the  race  they've  run. 
peace  -  ful  com  -  ing  years,  Could  they  join  with  us  a  -  round  the  heart  at  home, 
many      a         va  -  cant  chair  That      re-minds    us        of      fond  pleas  -  ures      in        the     past. 


No,      No,         No,      they'll  nev  -  er,        nev  -  er     come.      To    cheer  the      sad  and  wea  -  ry 
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Let    us  hope     to     meet  them     there    la      that  sun  -  ny   clime      a  -  bove 
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WHO  SHALL  RULE  THIS  AMERICAN  NATION? 


Words  and  Music  by  Hesry  C.  Work. 
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■  mer  -  i  -  can       Na  -  tion  ?   Bay,         boys,         say  ! 

fam  -  i    -    ly       roy  -  al  ?     Say,         boys,  say  ! 

na  -  tion  -  al        glo  -    ry  ?    Say,         boys,  say  ! 


Who     shall      sit         in      the 

If        not     those      who  are 

Blot       one      line      from  the 
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WHO    SHALL   RULE   THIS   AMERICAN    NATION? 
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lof  -  ti  -  est       Bta  -  tion?      Say,  boys,      say! 

hon-estand      )oy  -    al?       Say,  boys,      say  I 

won-der-ful      sto  -  ry  ?       Say,  boys,      say! 


Shall       the  men      who 
Then     shall  one  e  - 

Did         we  vain     -     ]y 
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tram -pled  on     the    ban    -    ner?    They      who   now      their  coun  -  try  would   be -tray? 

-  lect  -  ed      as      our     ser   -   vant.        In         his  pride,      as  -  sume     a        re  -  gal  sway? 

shed    our  blood    in      bat    -     tie  ?      Did       our  troops       re  -  suit  -  less    win    the    day  ? 
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They      who     mur  -  der    the     in -no -cent    freed -men?  Say, 

Must        we      bend        to      a       hu-man  Die    -    ta    -    tor?  Say, 

Was        our      time     and    our  treas-ure  all      squander'd?  Say, 
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WHO    SHALL    RULE    THIS    AMERICAN    NATION? 


CHORUS, 
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they    who     rule     this      A  -  mer   -   i  -  can       Na  -  tion  I      They,  boys,     they  I 
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THE    VACANT    CHAIR; 


WE   SHALL    MEET    BUT   WE   SHALL   MISS    HIM. 
(THANKSGIVING,  1861.) 


Words  by  N.  S.  W. 

With  expression. 


Music  by  G.  F.  KooT. 
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1.  We     shall 

2.  At      our 

3.  True    they 
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meet,         but    we  shall  miss  him,,     There  will  be  one    va-cant  chair;  We  shall 

fire    -     side,  sad  and  lone-ly.  Oft  -  en  will  the     bo  -  som  swell  At     re  - 

tell         us,  wreaths  of  glo  -  ry,  Ey  -  er  more  will  deck  his   brow.  But  this 
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in      -      ger     to      ca  -  ress  him, 
-  mem    -    brance  of    tlie    sto  -  ry 
sootlies  the    an-guish  on  -  ly 


While  we  breathe 
IIow  our     no 
Sweep-ing  o'er 
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ble    Wil-lie    fell;  Mow  lie 

our  heartstrings  now  ;  Sleep  to  - 
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year  a  -  go    we    gather' d  Joy  was  in 

strove  to    bear  our  ban-ner  Thro'  the  thick 

day,  O     ear  -  ly    faU-en,  In  thy  green 


his    mild  blue  eye.  But     a 

est      of    the    fight.  And  up  - 

and  nar  -  row  bed,  Dir  -  ges 
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gold       -       en  cord      is      sev  -  eHd, 
hold  our  coun-try's  hon  -  or, 

from  the  pine  and      cypress, 


And  our  hopes  in      ru  -  in      lie. 

In   the  strength         of  manhood's  might. 
Min  -  gle  with  the  tears  we  shed. 
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THE    VACANT    CHAIR 


CHORUS 
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We    shall  meet,  but    we    shaU  miss  him,  There    will     be 
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"We  shall  lin    -    ger    to       ca  -  ress  him  When  we  breathe      our    evening 
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THE    SOLDIER'S    PRIDE. 


Words  by  K.  Tompkins. 
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1.  All     hail        to  thee,  thou  grand  old  flag,  Still     float -ing  o'er    the       free,  Now 

2.  And  when       in      la  -  t«r  years    I  stood,  In       bu  -  sy  haunts     of        men,  And 

3.  I'll     bear    thee  up,  thou  dear  old  flag,  Of        or   -    i  -   gin      di    -    vine,  Un- 
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THE    SOLDIER'S    PRIDE. 
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soii'd  and  torn  by    traitors' hands,  Thou'rt      doub  -  ly  dear      to       me.  When 

saw        thee  float  o'er  field  and  flood,  Old         flag,      I  lov'd  thee    then  I  But 

till  up  -  on  thy     az  -  ure   fold,  A  hun  -  dred  stars  shall  shine.  Float 
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in  my  boyhood's  ear -ly  years, 

now,       when   in    thy   glorious  light 
on,  old    flag,  un  -  til    thy  stripes 


I        saw    thee    first      un  -  furl'd 
No      slave   need  cringe  or       bow — 
Shall       all      the      na  -  tions    heal. 
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deem'd      thee  then  the  pride  of  earth,  The  glo 

fath    -     er's  and  my  country's  flag,  I  love 

ty     -     rants   o  -  ver      all   the  earth  Shall  thy 


ry  of  the  world, 
thee  bet  -  ter  now. 
just    ven-geance      feel. 


THE    SOLDIER'S    PRIDE. 


229 


i 


r^ 


i^ 


s=^ 


li- 


4-j UJ t_J_l 


:i=it?: 


Cilo      -      rious   old       flag 
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Dear  -  er  than  ev  -  er     to     me, 
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pride    of  my  youth,The  emblem  of  truth,  The     ban  -  ner    of      all    the  free. 
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pride    of  my  youth,The  emblem  of  truth,  The      ban  -  ner    of      all    the  free. 
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THE    SOLDIER'S    RETURN. 


Words  by  Wm.  H  Morris. 


Music  by  Herman  Th.  Knake. 
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1.  We         part   -    ed         with  a         cheer       -       ful  smile, 

2.  When        gaz  -    ing  at  the        glitnm     -      'ring  stars, 
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When        last               I         press' d  her  hand. 

And         rest      -      ing       on the  ground, 


To      fol   -    low 
While    sol  -  diers 
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to               the      bat          -  tie  field, 

wear      -    led      by the  march, 


The  ban      -      ner      of 

Are  slum     -     her  -  ing 


COPrRIGHT   MDCCCLXII   BY  S.   BRAtNARD  £  CO. 


THE    SOLDIER'S    RETURN. 


231 


m 


^ 


ry,  Un  -  ceas      -      ing  -  ly         will        burn, 

hand,  And    hear  her   vows        I  yearn, 


For  well         I 

For  well         I 


i^i^i^i^a^ii^^B 


know        she     will  be  -  stow.  The  same.  The      same      when       I       re- turn. 
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WASHINGTON    AND    LINCOLN. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1.  Come,  happy  peo-ple !  Oh  come,  let    us  tell        The    sto  -  ry   of  Washington  and  Lin    -    coin;, 

2.  Pa-reuts  to  children  shall  tell  with  delight      The    sto  -  ry   of  Washington  and  Lin    -    coin  ;. 

3.  Tho'    onthe  war-cloudre-cord-edwithsteel      The   sto  -  ry   of  Washington  and  Lin    -    coin; 
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His  -  to-ry's  pa  -  gescannev-er  excel  The  sto  -  ry  of  AVaslungton  anJ  Lin  -  coin. 
Free  -  born  and  freedmen  to  -  geth-er  recite  The  sto  -  ry  uf  AVasliington  ahd  Lin  -  coin. 
Peace,      on-ly  Peace,  can  completely  reveal       The    sto    -    ry  of  Washington  and  Lin    -    coin. 
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Down  thro'  the  a  -  ges  an  an-them  shall  go,  Bear- ing  the  honors   we  glad  -  ly    bestow — 

Earth's  weary  bondmen  shall  listen  with  cheer —         Ty-rantS8halltremble,and  traitors  shall  fear — 
Thanks  to  the  Lord  for  the  days  we   be-hold!      Thanks  for  the  un  -  sul-lied  Qag   we    unfold! 
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Till    ev'ry    na-tionandlanguagesballknowThe     sto  -  ry    of  Washington  and  Lin     -    coin: 

Mlien,  in  its  fuU-ness  of    glo  -  ry,  they  hear  The     sto  -  ry    of  Washington  and  Lin     -     coin: 

Thanks  that  to   us,  and  in   our  time,  was  told  The     sto  -  ry    of  Washington  and  Lin     -     coin  : 
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Who  gave  us    in-de  -  pendence,    On  con  -  ti-nent  and  sea,  Who  saved  the  glorious  Union!  And 
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Who  gave  us    in-de  -  pendence,    On  con  -  ti-nent  and  sea,  Whosavedtheglorious  Union!  And 
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set   a  people  Iree  I     This    is  tlie  sto 


ry.  Oil  hap  -  py  are  we  The   story  of  Washington  and  Lin  -  coin. 
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FAREWELL  FATHER,  FRIEND  AND  GUARDIAN. 

(WRITTEN    ON    THE    DEATH    OF    ABRAHAM    LINCOLN.) 


Words  by  L.  M.  Dawn. 

Slowly  and  tenderly. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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1.  AH      our  land 

2.  Thro'  our  night 

3.  When  from  moun 

4.  Hon- or' d   lead 


jtEZt. 


-•--- 


3c=p: 
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is  draped  in  mourn  -  ing,  Hearts  are  bow'd  and  strong  men 

of  blood  -  y  Strug  -  gle,  Ev    -    er  daunt  -       less,    firm    and 

tain,  hill    and  val    -    ley.  To    their  homes  our  brave   boys 

er,    long   and  fond    -    ly  Shall    thy   mem  -         'ry    cherish'd 
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weep ; 

true, 

come, 

be; 


=^ 


^ 


-A- 


^^-"^ 


:^^ 


I 


For      ourlov'd,        our      no  -  ble  lead    -     er,     Sleeps  his  last,  his  dream-less 

Brave  -  ly,  gent      -     ly    forth  Le    lead         us,        Till   the  morn  burst    on      our 

AVheQ  with  wel    -    come  notes  we   greet      them.    Song  and  cheer,  and    peal  -  ing 

Hearts  shall  bless        thee    for  their  free    -   dom.  Hearts  un  -  born  shall  sigh      for 
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sleep,  Gone  for  -  ev 

view —  Till  he  saw 

drum ;  When  we  miss 

thee ;  He  who  gave 
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er,   gone    for  -  ev     -     er.  Fall -en    by  a      trai-tor's 

the    day      of      tri  -  umph,      Saw  the  field  our    he  -  roes 

our  lov'dones  fall    -    en,  When  to  weep  we    turn       a  - 

thee  might  and  wis    -    dom,  Gave  thy  spir  -      it   sweet    re  - 


i 


is: 
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hand;  TIio*  preserv'd         his  dear-est  treas-ure,     Our  redeem'd  be-lov -ed  land, 

won;  Then  his  hon    -  or'd  life  was  end  -  ed,    Then  his     glo    -    rious  work  wag  done, 

side;  Then  for  him  our  tears  shall  min  -  gle —  He  has     suf  -  fer'd — he    has  died, 

lease ;  Farewell,  f ath    -  er,  friend  and  guardian,   Eest  for  -  ev      -      er,   rest  in   peace. 
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Farewell      fath    -    er,        frieud       and  guard  -  ian,        Thou  hast  join' d 


the      mar  -  tvr 
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Farewell      fath    -    er,        friend       and  guard  -  ian,        Thou  liast  joiu'd 
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band, 
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But  thy  glo    -     rious  work  re-main-eth,      Our  redeem' d,         be  -  lev  -  ed  land. 
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band. 
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rious  work  re-inain-eth,      Our  redeem' d,         be- lov  -  ed  land 
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WE'VE  DRUNK  FROM  THE  SAME  CANTEEN. 


Poetry  by  Miles  O'Reilly. 

Ed  tor  of  y.    y.  Citi%en. 


Bvrfb 


•_•_•. 
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Composed  by  James  G.  Clark. 
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1.  There  are  bonds  of        all    sorts       in  this  world          of     ours, 

2.  It   was       some    -    times    wa  -   ter,  and  some    -  times  milk, 

3.  The     rich      and     the         great  sit  down          to      dine.        And 

4.  We've       shar'd        our       blankets  and  tent            to  -  gether.      And 
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ilPVRIfiHT.      USED  BY   PERMISSION  OF  WM.   A.   POXD   &   CO. 
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Some  -  times 
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pie  -  jack      fine 

as        silk, 

But  what  -  ev  -  er   the      tipple    has 

quafif      to    each 

oth  - 

er        in      spark    - 

ling   wine, 

From     glass-es      of     crystal   and 

march'd      and 

fought, 

in       all 
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of  weather. 

And 

hun-gry    and       full   we've 

/ 

_f^ 

1^  1 — - 

^^ 

-i — ^ 

—f^T^  \  «—d— 

1 

vy       -[^  1     d 

1 

1        d 

^  i 

•     ,  J 

*     ^ 

< 

•/     _l    V 

♦ 

-#• 

^-^^ 

-^  • 

1                      N        1                     -L 

i 

C\' 

[ 

m         1  _i                  ^ 

1 

)«1                      *■ 

^ 

1 

•>    J 

«< 

'*,         M 

1 

-^  \y       \                          1 

1 

4, 

■        1'       •                      • 

\ 

|_LJ J 

\-0 \ 

•-ir fci     ^ ' 

~5"i    M  •  ^" 

\ 

^-^ — N — V 

— t— 

--  IV  ■■  ^  1 

Alri     r 

• 

p 

J       I      J        1             PC     :>  1 

rm'^                            N  V 

I 

— 

9     m     4 

m 

J  • 

vy                   1           iC  iC 

•.      .# 

4 

m      m 

m     \      - 

•       1 

i/ 

Tlie      boy     and 
We   shar'd     it 
But  I    guess     in 
Had         days 

the 

to  - 

their 

of 
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geth  -  er, 
gold  -  en 
bat   -  tie. 
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kiss, 
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rest, 
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nev  -  er      a        bond      old  friend  like  tliis,  We  have  drunk  from  the  same  can  -  teen. 

warn  toyoufriend,whenI   think  of    this,  We  have  drunk  from  the  same  can  -  teen.. 

warmth  of  re-gard,    to      be  found  in    this,  Wc  have  drunk  from  the  same  can  -  teen.. 

mem-'ry      I  cling  to    and   love  tlie  best.  We  have  drunk  from  the  same  can-  teen.. 
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Slow  and  with /''I'lintj . 
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5.    For  when  wounded    I   lay      on   the    out  -  er    slope,  With  my  blood      flowing  fast,       And  but 
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lit  -   tie  hope,         Ou      which        my  faint  spir  -  it      might      lean, 
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then  I     remember,     you  crawl'd        to  my  side.        And  bleed  -    ing  so  fast,  itseem'a 


^=. 


X=^^iz=.-^A^A 


■^  ♦ 
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must  have  died, 


We     drunk  from  the  same 
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COMRADES,    I    AM    GOING    HOME. 


Words  by  Theo.  D.  C.  Miller. 

Tenderly.  

-J-  •—■*—■ 


Music  by  Geo.  A.  Russell. 
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1.  Where      Po  -  tomac's  pearl-y       wa      -     ters  Soft    -     ly    kies  the  dews  of  morn, 

2.  Then       he  closed  his  eyes  in     slum     -     ber         Oh!       how  soft  andsweetthe  sleep  ; 
.3.       Then     as  death's  approach  drew  near     -     er,  He  a-woke  from  slumber  sweet. 


I 
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And       the  gold-en   sunbeam   shin     -     eth, 

As        we  gather'd'roundhis    pil     -     low, 

Call'd       us     all  his   lov  -  ing  broth    -     ers- 


Fair    -    estlandscapesto      a  -  dorn, 

Break  -  ing  hearts  in   sor-row   weep, 

Hoping     that  we  inheav'nmightmeet ; 


i 


A-A- 


-N-A- 


^ 


2^ 


Lay  a  young  and  gal-Iant    war    -      rior,  Far  a  -  way  from  friends  and  love  ; 

But  a  smile  o'erspread  his  fea     -     tures —      Smile      of   heav'nly  light  and  love, 


had    no  -  blv  done  his      du 


He        had  wav'd  our  flag  on    high, 
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Ritard  ad  lib. 
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But  a-round  his  form  was  gath      -      oi'd 

And         we  knew  that  no  -  ble  Wil        -       lie 

In  the   fierc-est     of     tlie    bat        -       tie 


f 


,9= 


T^ 


"^-t 


Hap  -  py  an-gels  from  a  -  bove. 
Soon  would  bloom  in  courts  a-bove. 
And        was  now   content    to      die. 
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COMRADES,    I    AM    GOING    HOME. 


V* 


Ritard  ad  lib. 


Soon  he  saw  our  starry  banner, 

Floating  high  in  ether  blue, 
And  his  bosom  swelled  with  rapture 

He  had  to  that  flag  proved  true  ; 
While  the  'ebon  angels  lingered, 

Soon  to  touch  the  magic  wand, 
Willie's  feeble  shouts  were  ringing 

For  the  emblem  of  our  land. 


'Neath  a  mould  on  sunny  hill-side, 
They  have  laid  his  form  to  rest. 
With  his  white  arms  gently  folded 
O'er  his  still  and  lifeless  breast; 
These  his  words  of  love  and  friendship  ; 

Tell  my  mother  J  ear  to  coma! 
I  will  meet  you  all  in  lieaven — 
"Comrades,  I  am  going  home." 
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HOW    ARE    YOU,    CONSCRIPT? 


Frank  Wilder. 
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1.  "How  are  you,  Con-script?" 

2.  "How  are  you,  Con-script?" 

3.  "How  are  you.  Con-script?" 

4.  "How  are  you,  Con-script?" 


'How  are  you,  to-day?" 

''How  are  you,  my    boy?' 

'How  are  you,  I      say?'' 

'How  are  you,  to-day?" 


The 
I 
Have  you 

You'll 


-^ •— « 0- 
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But 
But 
If 
And 


Pro  -  yost  Marshal's      got    you        in         a 

'spose  you  take       it  rath  -  er      hard,  Since 

got  "three  hun  -  dred  greenbacks"    To 

give       us       all        a  "lock    of      hair"  Be 


ve  -  ry  "tight  place"  they   say  I 
you're  your  moth  -  er's  joy, 

"po    -    ny       up"       and    pay? 

fore       you      go  a  -  way, 
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O,  you  should  not  mind  it 
"Un  -  cle  Sam"  says  you' re  the  one 

not  you  are  "a  gon  -  er" 
when    you  do  come  home  a  -  gain, 


Nor    breathe    an  -   oth  -  er       sigh.  For  you're 

To         "go      in"     hip      and   thigh.  For  you're 

Now       don't  you     fret      and     cry,  For  you're 

You'll     "see      it"    same      as         I,  For  you're 
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on  -  ly         go  -  ing  to  Dix  -  ie  To      fight     and 
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Pro  -  vost    Mar-ahal's 

got    you      In         a 

ve  -  ry  "tight  place,"  they 

say! 
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JOHN    MORGAN    SONG. 

HOW    ARE    YOU,    TELEGRAPH? 


Words  by  W.  CoLLlNS. 


Music  bv  G.  W.  Work. 
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1.  John  Mor-gan  paid  us      a      vis  -  it,  you  know  ;   All   boot- ed  and  spurr'd  was  he  ;  With  a 

2.  John  came    in      ex  -  eel  -  lent  style,  to   be    sure  ;  With  ban  -  ner  and  brand  came  he ;  His 
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cliitt' ring  hoofs  made     a      ter  -  ri  -  hie  roar,        And  his     can  -  non   nura-ber-ing  three.  The 

jol-ly    gay     flags,    so     dus  -  ty  and  torn,        And  his     can  -  non  num-ber-ing  three.  All 
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made  it  his  boast,  he  could  gallop  straight  thro'    \\  hat  a    roy-ster-mg  blade    was  he! 
Hoc^ierswere  scared;   so      entt-r'd   the  race,      What  a   row    dy-ish    set      were  they ; 
ja  -  ded  for  sleep  and  quite  weak  in   the  back,  His     troopers  vote  it  a    bore, 
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Buckeyes  and  Iloosiers,  with    aU     of    his  crew.      Til     he     heard    the    bu  -  gles    of  Lee. 
the  Buckeyes  mounted     to     join   in    the  chase.  As         John  -  ny     gallop  d  their  way. 

the  BuckeVes    rel  -  ish  the      fun   on   the  track.      What  a     mer-ry    go  round  to     be  sure. 
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when  they   re  -  turn'd,    he  sigh'd  for  his  men        And  can  -  non  num  -  ber-ing  three. 

Quixottehad    ney-er    so       ug  -  ly      a  plight,    With  can  -  non  >mm  -  ber-mg  three, 

gobbled  them  up     as     a      boy  would  a  bun,      And  their  can  -  non  num  -  ber-ing  three. 
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A    pleasant   old  gunboat,    mousing    be  -  low,  Was    wait-ing    for  toll      that  day. 

Be  -  dev-illed,  be-giit    on    hill   and    on  plain.      The  foe  on    his  front  and     his  rear,  With 

He  gobbled  them  up     in     all    of  their  pride ;      John   Morgan  where  is       the   fun?  And  he 
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Why,  John,  what  a    won  -  der-ful  scare  ! 
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1.  The      Reb- els  have  sworn      the  South  to     de-fend,       A- 

2.  We    whipped  them      out         at       Don    -    el  -  son,        At 

3.  Sir       Far  -  ra  -  gut  went  with  a       migh   -    ty    fleet,  To  the 

4.  Oh  1  a      wonder     it       was         to        see       them  run,        A 

5.  Ro    -    se  -  crans      has    chased  iheir  Bragg 

6.  And         now,     ye        Reb  -    els  of      the  South,    You'd 
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For  Free  -  dom      is        jiol  -  ish  -  ing 
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proud  let  it  wave  With  the  sun  shin  -  ing  bright  on  its  folds., 
slow  -  ly  each  star  From  the  rust  of  op  -  press -ion  and  crime, 
true   heart  -  ed      sons  Have      hon-or'd    their    coun-try's      Birth- day.... 
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Won't  all  these  head  rcbtls  feel  gay  !  And  both  of  them  shortly  must  die — 

And  the  greatest  arch  traitor  the  world  ever  saw —      But  he  will  not  forget,  to  the  end  of  his  reign, 
Old  Jeff—  will  feel  sick,  boys,  to-day  !  That  wonderful  Fourth  of  July! 
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1.  All     hail       to       U-lys-ses,      the     pa-   tri  -  ot's  friend,    The    he   -   ro      of    bat  -  ties      re  - 
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3.  Then    hail       to       U  -  lys-ses,      the     no  -  ble  and  brave,        In     tri   -   al    the  veter  -  an       so 


i=a 


± 


i: 


f 


-^ 


2iiS- 


^ 


N     N 


^ffiSgEE 


£3: 


^—^ 


nown'd, 
true ; 
true. 


3 


He    has  won  the  bright      lau-rel,  its    gar   -   land    he  wears.    And     his 

On    his  war-horse,  her         le-gions        he    met  in      the  field,      And      de  ■ 

Yes,   in  hon  -  or    we  haU  him       the  chain  -  jiion    of  right.      And    the 


-h 


I 


± 


-♦•■#•      -J-       * 


i 


.^ * ^  A 


^  ^  ^ 

COPTRI.a-HT  UDCCCLXIV    BY   ROOT  &  CADT. 


N-^ 


ALL    HAIL    TO    ULYSSES! 

CHORUS. 


259 


=S 


-T--^ 


-&-^ 


-^^^-ft_t 


V— c 


=?— 1in«^ 


fame    thro'  the  world     we  will  sound, 
fend    -  ed  the  Red,  White  and  Bl 
friend      of   the  Red,  White  and  Bl 


ind.  ] 
lie.  >• 
ue.  j 


Yes,       h.iil  I     pat  -  riot  sol-dier!      we'll 


J-JUIIJU 


m 


Yes,       hail!     pat  -  riot  Bol-dicr!      we'll 


iii^ 


r- 


IZT- 


SS 


-1^0 


wel-come      you  home,         When  strife     and     re- bel    -    lion     are  o't 


r-^ 


^ 


? 


s=s=^; 


3t^3t1 


— r^ j^ ^ 

— ^H-?J 


I 


-0—0 0—0- 


^t- 


:U:^2=t 


i3?=f±:Sdi^ 


wel-come      you  home,         When  strife     and     re- bel    -    lion     are  o'er; 


^=^ 
..|/_l__ 


When 


'^^ 


-0—0—i- 


_«^;__^ 

^^^^ 


—I 1— H — ^ 1 1 h 


g?^ 


-^- 


--^ 


~cf- 


~o- 


2UU 


ALL    HAIL   TO    ULYSSES 


^^^f^SE 


■-t^- 


-J^^-F— 5^-F— ^-F*— *  •  *^  "^^ 


ter  -  rorshall  cease  And  our  land  be     at]>eace,  Anil  the  war  shall  be  heard  of  no  more,       AVhen 


■ fS 1 H ^ 1 —I Pi 1 


ir:^ 


"  j-;-/  S      ^rh^ 


f-K 


^ 


5=?=r.^?==:e±5=i=£^if: 


•±iEgf^=^ 


:8J=US: 


=z*tz 

When 


-y— ^ 


■-W— P^ 


ter  -  rorshall  cease  And  our  land  be    at  peace,  And  the  war  shall  be  heard  of  no  more, 


-^ — ^^^- 


t=»=EE5E|^^=^^5 


i*^! 


•f^- 


»rr^ 


f5= 


r?^ 


F 


:??: 


^ 


tS^ 


=eES 


E=£ 


#— »-J:t* 


ii^ 


i^ 


-N— N 


?^E5 


3EZ3t 


— ^^— ^- 
ter  -  rorshall  cease.  And  our  land    be    at  peace.  And  war  shall  be  heard  of  no  more 


F=1" 


'i^ — . 


-^-^ 


-rut 


-* — ^JJl*—0 — 0- 


1 


-0^-0-^ ^^^r 


i!S 


ler  -  rorshall  cease,  And  our  land    be    at  peace.  And   war  shall  be  heard  of  no  more 

_• — ^-^  •   # »_?-#_r_s — ,^-- /rs , _  _  /T\ — /TN 


V    ^ 


zt: 


£e^^ 


4=t/ 


t: 


V— ^- 


M^f^=i 


'^-^-\<5>- 


JZ-.-^-.-^- 


^^ 


^ 


:^ 


« 


3i| 


:q:^ 


— I- 
3S: 


2S; 


i 


a 


is 


^-^TTo-yUlAJ. 


261 


THE    DYING    FLAG    BEARER. 


Andantino. 
Xra 


Written  ;iml  ciiniposed  by  Emma  Scarr  Ledsham. 


21E 


££ 


*—t 


'^ 


t5Efc 


-^4 


3^ 


IfTr' ri 

^ 

rs r*i~ 

— 1 

/Lb                                  •>            M 

I     •       • 

•  •     •f  « 

\     ^   ^   0   m   J 

w     J--     ^"-^ 

-P — •-^ 

-^ 

-      u^- 

J ^ — 

-^ 

(pi^=i=?=H 

-•     1 — r 

--^=4^ 

=]=f=— F= 

^ — 

^-N 


-^— ^■ 


-_M-if'- 


^ 


M 


1.  Comrade,  do  not  move  me  yet,  I?iit  kneel  down      and  press  yonr  hand 
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COMRADES,    HASTEN    TO    THE    BATTLE. 


Winds  by  Thomas  Makahan. 
Moflernto. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


1.  Com  -  rades,  has-ten  to    the    bat  -  tie, 

2.  Com  -  rades,  has-ten  to  the    bat  -  tie, 

3.  Com  -  rades,  has-ten  to  the    bat  -  tie, 


Leave  me  here  a  -  lone  to  die  ; 
Do  not  lin-ger  here  with  me  ; 
Un    -    to  death  I'U  calm-ly   bow  ; 
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Soon  I'U  leave  this  scene  for  -  ev  -  er, 
For       up  -  on  the  road    to     heav-en. 


Quick  -   ly    to    the    con-flict     fly ! 

Soon      my  spir  -  it    will   be     free. 

I         see  aol-diers  marching  now. 
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For  the     an -gels  dwell  a  -  round 

An      -      gels  soon  will  bear   nie        up 

I  am     go-ing,  Comrades,    go 


They  their     vi  -  gilso'er  me 

From  this    wea  -  ry  world  of 

Fare  thee  well,  oh,  fare  thee 
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I  would  like  a  soldier  sleep, 
In  the  star  -  ry  heaveusthere, 
I  will  soon  with  angels   dwell, 


I  would  like  a  sol-dier  sleep. 
In  ihe  8tar-ry  heav-ens  there. 
1       will  soon  with  an -gelsdwell. 
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OUR    COUNTRY    NOW    AND    EVER. 


AVords  by  Reymond  J.  Cunnyngham. 
With  boldness. 


Music  bv  Karl  Merz. 
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COMRADES,    I    AM    DYING. 


Words  bv  Thomas  Manahan. 


Music  bv  n.  SoxTAi;. 
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1.  Com  -  rades,        com-   rades,        I  am        dy    -     ing !      See  the 

2.  Com  -  rades,        com-  rades,         I  am        dy    -     ing!       For  I 
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CHORUS. 
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BINGEN    ON    THE    RHINE. 


A   SOLDIER    OF   THE   LEGION. 


This  ballad  by  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton,  is  characterized  by  great  beauty  and  depth  of  feeling.  Bingen  Is  the 
name  of  a  beautiful  towu  on  the  southern  bank  of  the  Rhine.  A  German  soldier  from  Bingen,  in  the  French  Army, 
is  dying  upon  the  sand  of  the  Desert.  His  last  words  to  his  comrade  are  of  his  Fatherland.  Ills  soul  pauses  on 
the  threshold  of  death  to  wander  baclc  to  his  home  on  the  Rhine.  He  sees  the  loved  laces  that  surrounded  him  in 
youtli— the  cottage  of  his  boyhood,  the  vineyards  ladened  with  purple  vintage,  and  the  blue  Rhine  rolling  swiftly 
along.    He  dies— a  sacrlflce  to  the  Inhuman  practice  of  War. 


Vords  by  Mrs.  Norton. 


Music  by  JuDSON  I.  Hutchinson. 
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Tell  my  mother  that  her  other  sons  shall  comfort  her  old 

age. 
And  I  was  still  a  truant  bird,  that  thought  his  home  a  cage ; 
For  my  father  was  a  soldier,  and  even  as  a  child 
My  heart  leaped  forth  to  hear  him  tell  of  struggles  fierce 

and  wild; 
And  when  he  died  and  left  us  to  divide  his  scanty  hoard 
I  let  them  take  whate'er  they  would  but  kept  my  father's 

sword: 
And  with  boyish  love  I  hung  it  where  the  bright  light  used 

to  shine 
On  the  cottage  wall  at  Blngen.  at  Bingen  ou  the  Rhine. 


Tell  my  sister  not  to  weep  for  me,  and  sob  with  drooping 

head 
When  the  troops  are  marching  home  again,  with  glad  and 

gallant  tread; 
But  look  upon  them  proudly,  with  a  calm  and  steadfast  eye, 
For  her  brothei  was  a  soldier  and  not  afraid  to  die. 
And  if  a  comrade  seek  her  love,  I  ask  her  in  my  name 
To  listen  to  him  kindly,  without  regret  or  shame. 
And  to  hang  the  old  sword  in  its  place,  (my  father's  sword 

and  mine.) 
For  the  honor  of  old  Bingen,  dear  Bingen  on  the  Rhine. 


There's  another,  not  a  sister,  in  the  happy  days  gone  by. 
You'd  have  known  her  by  the  merriment  that  sparkled  in 

her  eye, 
iVo  innocent  for  coquetry,  too  fond  for  idle  scorning— 
Oal  iiitnd,  I  fear  the  lightest  heart  makes  sometimes  hea- 

*ie3t  mourning! 


Tell  her  the  last  night  of  my  life,  for  ere  the  morn  be  risen 
My  body  will  be  out  of  pain,  my  soul  be  out  of  prison, 
I  dreamed  I  stood  with  her,  and  saw  the  yellow  sunlight 

shine 
On  the  vine  clad  hills  of  Bingen,  fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine. 


I  saw  the  blue  Rhine  sweep  along,I  heard  or  seemed  to  hear 
The  German  songs  we  used  to  sing,  in  chorus  sweet  and 

clear. 
And  down  the  pleasant  river  and  up  the  slanting  h  ill 
That  echoing  chorus  sounded  through  the  evening  calm 

and  still; 
And  her  glad  blue  eyes  were  on  me,  as  we  passed  with 

friendly  talk, 
Down  many  a  path  beloved  of  yore,  and  well  remembered 

walk. 
And  herlittle  hand  lay  lightly,  confidingly  in  mine- 
But  we'll  meet  no  more  at  Bingen—  loved  Bingen  on  the 

Rhine. 


His  Toice  grew  faint  and  hoarser,  his  grasp  was  childish 

weak, 
His  eyes  put  on  a  dying  look,  he  sighed  and  ceased  to  speak 
His  comrade  bent  to  lift  him,  but  the  spark  of  life  had  fled, 
The  soldier  of  the  Legion  in  a  foreign  land  was  deadi 
And  the  soft  moon  rose  slowly,and  calmly  she  looked  down 
On  the  red  sand  of  the  battle  field,  with  bloody  corpses 

strewn, 
Yea,  calmly  on  that  dreadful  seen*  her  pale  light  seemed 

to  shine 
As  it  shoneon  distaut  Bingen,  fair  Bingen  on  theRhinel 
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DREAMING    OF    HOME. 


"Words  by  Louis  Chapman. 


Music  by  Chakles  Ashman. 
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1.  Moth  -  er    and   sis  -  ter    I    am  dream -ing,  Dream  -  ing  of  hap  -  py    by-gone  days, 

2.  While  the  fierce  bat  -  tie        is  rag  -  ing,  And     the  loud  can-non  thunders  roar, 

3.  When   all      a  -  lone    I        am  dream  -  ing.  Dream  -  ing  of  peace  in    time   to  come, 

4.  Are    you     of    me   ev    -    er  think -ing,  Think -ing  and  wishing     my    re -turn, 
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DREAMING    OF    HOME. 


Which  with  the  joys    of  home  were  teem-  ing,  O'er  which  my  mem'ry     ev  -  er  strays. 

Pat- riots  with  foes    of  peace  en  -  gag-  ing,  Ma  -  ny     to  meet  their  friends  no  more. 
When      in    the  light    of  brightsmiles beaming,         I        am      a- gain  with  thee  at  home. 

AVhen     as     at    day  close  your  as  -  sem  -  ble,  Or       tld-ings    of  the     bat  -  lie  learn. 
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art    the  bur-then   of 
an-ger,  bloodshed  all 
er  and    sis-  ter     do 

di-vide,                   And    distance  keep  us    far    a  -  part, 
my  thought,             Think-ing     of  thee    I     feel    no    fear, 
at  end.                   Peace  once    a  -  gain  to  bless  our  land, 
you  pray.                 Pray     for    the    ab-sent  one  you  love, 
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In     thou'  I     still  am    by    thy    side For    distance  ne'er  af-fects  the  heart. 

And     if    to     fall  my  fate  should  be Would  that  those  lov'd  ones  might  be  near. 

'Neath  the  old    flag  with  thanks  we  bend That    flag    by  which  we  firm- ly  stand. 

And   that    if  here  we  meet  no  more We     may  here-af  -  ter  meet  a  -  bove. 
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Dream-ing,    dream-ing    of  liorae, 
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Home      the  sweet  ha  -    ven    of    rest. 
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For      tho'  a      sol  -  dier     I       roam, . 
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Home    is    the  place  I    love  the    best. 
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For      tho'  a      sol  -  dier     I       roam, . 


Home    is    the  place  I    love  the    best. 
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WE'LL    GAIN    THE    VICTORY    YET,    MY   BOYS. 


Words  and  Music  by  Theo.  F.  Sewahd. 
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With  spirit  and  enei'gy. 
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1.     We'll  gain      the         vie    -    t'ry 


yet, 


my   boys, 


2.     We'll  bat   -    tie  for        the  right,        my   boys, 


All      na  -  tions       look 


you, 


my 


Vic  -  to  -  ry,  vie  -  to  -  ry, 
Vic  -  to  -  ry,  vie  -  to  -  ry, 
Vic  -  to  -  ry,  vie  -  to  -  ry. 
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vie  -  to  -  ry  ;  On  this  our  minds  are  set,  my  boys,  Trea  -  son  must  sure  -  ly 
vie  -  to-ry;  Tho' hard  may  be  the  fight,  my  boys,  Trea  -  son  must  sure  -  ly 
vie     -     to  -  ry  ;         The  work     is  for  you     to        do,        my   boys,        Trea  -  son  must  sure  -  ly 
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tors       at    home  still      in      am      -       bush  lie, 

er      we'll  stand         till      the   work  is  done. 
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We'll  gain      the      vie  -  fry,    yet,         my   boys,        Vic  -  to  -  ry,      vie  -  to  -  ry, 


VIC     -     to  -  ry  ; 
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We'll  gain      the      vie  -  t'ry,    yet,         my   boys,        Vic  -  to  -  ry,      vie  -  to  -  ry, 


VIC     -     to  -  ry ; 
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On    this      our      minds    are      set,  my  boys, 


Trea  -  son  must  sure  -  ly        die. 
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Trea  -  son  must  sure  -  ly        die. 
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TENTING   ON    THE    OLD    CAMP    GROUND. 


Arranged  bv  M.  F.  II.  Smith. 


Tempo  di  Marria. 
Reveille. 
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1.  We're  tent    -    ing  to-night  on  the  old  Camp  ground, 

2.  We've  been  tent-ing  to-night  on  the  old  Camp  ground, 

3.  We  are  tired  of    war  on  the  old  Camp  ground, 

4.  We've  been  fight-ing  to  -  day  on  the  old  Camp  ground, 
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TENTING    ON    THE    OLD    CAMP    GROUND. 
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Give      us           a       eong  to  cheer 

Think  -  ing        of      days  gone  by, 

Ma  -   ny          are     dead  and  gone, 

Ma  -  uy          are        ly      -  ing  near; 
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Of  the  lov'd  ones  at  home        that 
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Some  are  dead,        and 
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Ma-ny  are  the  hearts  looking  for      the  right     To    see     the  dawn     of 
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THE    GIRL    I    LEFT    BEHIND    ME. 
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of      that    fight,    Sweet    girl  I     left  be  -  hind  me. 

sires,    each    son,      Sweet    girl  I     left  be  -  hind  me. 

nev   -    er      stain      The    name  I'll  leave  be  -  hind  me. 
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THE    UNHAPPY    CONTRABAND. 


Will  S.  Hays. 
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hap  -  py  For      to  hab       a  jol  -  ly  ebe  -  nin'  an'      a    dance. 
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gwine  back  home  to  Lou -is  -  i  -  an  -  a,  Kase  I's     an    un-hap-py  Con-tra-band. 


4  But,  alasl  all  my  happy  days  am  ober  ; 

Dey's  dun  played  ae  debbil  wid  de  land  ; 
'Tain't  no  use  in  talkin'  now  ob  freedom, 

Kase  I's  an  unhappy  contraband, 
Dar's  no  room,  I  tell  you,  forde  nigger, 

Kase  de  folks  ain't  a  gwine  to  let  him  stay  ; 
He  must  starve,  steal,  beg,  or  go  hungry  ; 
Oh  !  I  wish  dat  I'd  neber  run  away. 
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5  I's  a  gwine  hack  down  to  Louisiana — 

I's  a  gwine  to  hoe  de  cotton  an'  de  cane, 
An'  I's  sure  to  go  an'  hunt  ole  Miss  an'  Massa, 

Kase  I'd  like  to  go  an'  lib  wid  deni  again. 
An'  all  dese  foolish  niggers  what  has  masters 

Had  belter  lib  wid  dem  us  Ion's  dey  can, 
An'  neber  run  away  in  search  of  freedom, 

Kase,  I  tell  you,  dat  it  is'nt  wo'f  a  cent. 
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Will  vS.  Hays. 
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1.  A  -  mer  -  i   -   ca!  Gem    of      the  wide,      wide  world.    Proud  Na  -  tion,    O!    still     do       1 

2.  Thy  Sons    are     as    brave  aa  thy  Daughters  are    fair.        And     as    true     as  theHeavns   a  - 

3.  This   Glo-rious    Un  -  ion !  dear  land    of  the     free  !      Oh !    who   can     re  -  fuse      a     com 
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love  thee,  The    Stars,    and  the  Stripes,    to      the    breeze    is        un  -  furl'd,  While  the 

hove  them;  May    they  Cling  to       the      Un  •  ion     wher-e'er      they    are.    While  sucli 

mun-ion?  There's    a    Name  that    will     live      on       the    land     and      sea,    'Tis    Ken 
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Ea  -  gle      soars  proud  -  ly         a-bove  thee, 
beau  -  ti    -    ful    girls    live      and  love  them. 
Tcc  -  KY?    the   Pride      of      the    Un-ion. 


Ken  -  tuc  -  kyl  thou  beau  -  ti  -  fiil 
Could  the  dead  a  -  rise  from  their 
"U    -    ni    -    ted      we   Stand,  and      di  - 
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land    of      my  birth.        To      love    thee,    has      been    my       en-deav-or;  May    thy 

graves  to  -  day,  Would     the       Un  -  ion    thus    threat  -  en        to        sev-er?  No! 

-  vi  -  ded      we   fall."      For  -  sake      not    your    Mot  -  to.        No!    Nev-er!  For 
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Star  ev  -  er  shine  on  this  beau- ti  -  fnl  earth,  ,\nd  cling  to  the  Un-ion  for  -  ev  -  er. 
W'pbstor,  and  "By  the  E  -  ter-nal"  and  Clay,  Would  thunder,  the  Un  -  ion  for  -  ev  -  er. 
We'll  be    the  last,  tlio'  dis  -  un  -  iua  Slay  all,     We'll  Cling  to    the   Un-ion  for  -  ev  -  er. 
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free  While  there's  life,    or      a  love,  or    a  heart   in    my  breast,  The  Un-ion  for  -  ev-er      for 
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WE    ARE    MARCHING   ON    TO    VICTORY. 


Words  by  Vickie  Spencer. 
Mttrcato.    8i« 


Music  by  Carl  Herman. 
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2.  Four 
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march -ing     on       to  vie  -   to   -   ry,     Our  drums     are  gai    -  ly     beat    -    ing,  Brave 

years  we've  fought  the  rcb  -  el  hordes,  Wlio  would    our  Un  -  ion     sev     -     er,  And 

will      no      long  -  er  sue      for   Peace,  Or      hold        a  hand    with  Trca    -    sou ;  The 

at      our      flam  -  ing  Han  -  ner     high !  The     Hub  -  cl  faith      is      sha    -    ken :  Co  - 
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Sher  -  man  leads  our     gal    -    lant  men,   The     Eeb-els        are  re  -  tieat-ing,  We'll 

in      the    next  six  months       to  come,  We'll  blot  them      out  for   -    ev  -  er,  We  are 

sword  shall  set-  tie      ev     -     'ry  point  That    will  n:>t       yield      to        rea-son!  We're 

-  lum  -  bi    -    a     and   Charles-ton    fell.     And   Kichmond    has  been       ta-ken.  So 
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drive  them  on    thro'      vale        and  glen,      And  trait  - 'rous  south-ern     ci  -  ty ;  They 

march  -  ing  on       to        Vic   -   t'ry  now.      Our  drums      are  loud  -  ly  beat-ing!  Brave 

un  -  der  march-ing        or    -    ders  now,      'Tis  too        late  for    con -cession;  For 

Eight  shall  tri  -  umjih      o     -    ver  Wrong,  The  Lord      shall  march  be  -  fore  us ;  And 
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who  in      mer   -   cy        nev  -  er     spare  From  us,         de-serve      no        pi  -  ty. 

Sher  -    man  leads      our       gal  -  lant    men.  The  reb    -    els    are        re  -  treat-ing, 

Sher  -   man's  men    were   bound    to      take  Each  strong-hold    in       sue  -  cession! 

Vic  -     to   -    ry       shall  crown   the     Flag  Of    free  -  dom  float  -  ing      o'er  us  I 
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Then,    on  brave  boys,  still       onward  march,  Like  the   o- cean's  rest  -  less   flood; 
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buy      our  Na  -  tion's     Lib  -  er   -    ty,        Or  seal        it     with     our  blood. 
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THE    DRUMMER    BOY    OF    ANTIETAM. 


Albert  Fleming. 
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1.  Where   fierce  An    -    tietam'slong    bat -tie  Made  the       moan  -  tain  ech  -  oes 

2.  By  the  shell    our  ranks  that  troubled,  There  his            ti   -    ny  form  was 

3.  Near  where   the  strip  -  ling    perish' d,          Lay  the  drum      he  so    much 

4.  Where      he    fell,    the  youth  was     bur-ied,  With  the        drum    and  sticks  he 
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rat -tie,      As  brave    thousands  fell  like           cat-tie —  At      the  butcher's  red      em 

doubled,  And  then    thro'  the  wound  that  bubbled.  That  brave  boy  -  ish  spir    -  it 

cherish' d,  And    the    slicks  he    nim-bly  flourish'd.  In      his  hands  were  still      de 

carried,  And  the        swarthy    sol  -  diers        tarried  And     for  -     got      the  vie  -  tor's 
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■  ploy;  There  his  frag-ile      fig  -  ure,     seeming,     As  if  lie    were  sleeping, 

pass'd;  Yet  did             no    dis  -  tort  -  ed          feature,      Of  tlie  gal  -  lant,      lit-tle 

-  scried;  But  each           one  like    liiiu   was        batler'd,     By  the  mis  -  siles      as  Ihoy 

joy ;  For  most  hard  was   the      re    -    flec-tion.  That  a  reg    -    i  -  ment's  af 
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dreaming,  While  his  life  blood    was      out  -    streaming,  Lay  the  little  drum  -  mer 

creature.    E'er  e-vince    the  change    in  nature.  That  had  come  to  him          at 

scatter'd,     And  yet  tho'    they       all    were  shatter' d,  Nev-er  had  tliey  left         his 

-  fec-tion,  Could  not  give      a        res  -  ur  -      rec-tion.  To    the  little  drum  -  mer 
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way  ;  Kev  -  er  more 

lay  As    the  peace 

lay.  As    the  young 
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die     were  felt... 

ev-er  were  so 

ti-liz  -  ing  dew.. 


thev 


And 
And 


knew,  And  the    sol     -     dier  ears  that            fed,  On       the  mu  -  sic  that  he 

new.  Nor      Fath     -     er  more,  nor       'Mother;           Nor  Sis  -  ter  more,  nor 

their  mis  -  siou            fit  -  ly     end  -      ed,               Witli  his  whose  soul  was 

his  mem  -  'ry          will  re  -  vive.         And              still  fresh  -  ly  keep  a  - 
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WE'VE    A    MILLION    IN    THE    FIELD. 


Written  and  composed  by  Stephen  C.  Foster. 
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1.  The  flags          are  fly  -  ing,  And  brave  men           dy  -  ing,                  The 

2.  We    were  peace  -    ful  heart  -  ed  In     days  de  -      part  -  ed,  While 

3.  Down  in  old          Ken  -     tuck  -  y,  They're  true  and          pluck  -  y;  They 
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foes       kept  their  blighting  plans  concealed, 
know      that  the  Un- ion     is  their  shield, 


The  Un  -  ion's       quaking,  The 

But  they  now      must       weather.  The 

And  they'll  do      their        du-ty,  In 
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land        is        shak-ing   With  the   tramp      of        a     mil  -  lion     in      the    field. 

storms    they      gath  -  er.    For  they  must      meet     a     mil  -  lion     in      the    field. 

all  its        beau-ty,  When  they    find    we've    a     mil  -  lion    in      the    field. 
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flag    is    slighted,  With  liearts  u  -  nit  -  ed,  We  can  bring  a  million  more    to    the    field. 
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flag    is    slighted,  With  hearts  u  -   nit -ed,  We  can  bring  a  million  more    to    the    field. 
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STAND    UP    FOR    THE    FLAG! 

Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder. 


Music  by  S.  C.  Foster. 
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up    for   the  Flag  of    our  coun  -  try, Our  ban  -  ner    in  peace  and  in       war, Via  - 

up    for   the  Flag,  let     it     nev  -  er Be  said   of    the  brave  and  the     free That 

up    for   the  Flag  of    our  coun  -  try, Let  Lib  -  er  -  ty    etiU    be  your   cry, Re  - 
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termined  tho' traitors    as  -  sail    it, To    cher-ish  each  stripe  and  each  star,. 

rich  -  es    and  sta- tiou  and    fa  -  vor Its     pal-try      u  -  sur-pers  could  be,. 
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solved  in  the  strength  of  your  fathers, To  place  that  fair  ban-ner    on    high; The 
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It  gives  its  bright  folds  to  the      sun, As 

Andguard  it,  we  will,  to     the     last, Tho' 

Still  float-ing  o'er  land  and  o'er     sea, The 


proudly    to  -  day    in    its    beau    -     ty, 
red,whiteand  blue,how  wa  love  it, 

na-tions  to  come  will  be  -  hold  it, 
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when   our   f ore-f ath -  ers      bap-tized     it, An    em-blem  of     vie  -  to  -  ries    won... 

reb  -  els    may  stain  and    de  -  face     it, 'Tis.  ours,  for 'tis  "nail'd  to    the    mast." 

pledge  of       a      peo  -  pie      u  -  nit  -  ed The  beau  -  ti  -  ful     flag     of    the     free... 


STAND    UP    FOR   THE    FLAG! 
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war, Determined,tho' traitors  as  -  sail  it,  To   cherish  each  stripe  auil  each  star. 
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Determined,  tho'  traitors  as  -  sail  it,  To  cherish  each  stripe  and  each  star. 
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WE'RE  MARCHING  DO\^^N  TO  DIXIE'S  LAND. 


Words  and  Music  by  E.  W.  Lockk 


Arranged  by  GusTAVE  AsOHER. 
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Good  news, good  news,  from  Dlxie'sland.FromDixie'sland.fromDixle'sland;  The    reb  -  el  cause      is 
The     reb-elssing       an  -  oth-er  song     In    Dixie'sland,   in   Dixie's  land;  They  And  they  pitch'd  the 
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From  Dixie's  land,  from  Dixie's  land; 
In  Dixie'sland,     in  Dixie'sland; 
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at     a  stand,  And        treason's  go-ing  down, 
first  one  wrong,  And       treason's  go-ing  down.      We've  struck  the  poi  -  son  snake    a  blow, 
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And        treason's  go-ing  down. 

And        treason's  go-ing  down.       We've  struck  the  poi   -  sou  snake  a   blow,      In 
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WE'RE    MARCHING    DOWN    TO    DIXIE'S    LAND. 
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Dixie's  land,      In  Dixie's  land,      Secession  stock     is  running  low,    And  treason'sgoingdown! 
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Dixie's  land,      iu  Dixie's  land,      Secession  stock      is  running  low,    And         treason'sgoingdown! 
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O    we're  march  -  ing   down        to    Dix-ie's  land.    To    DLx  -  ie's  land,      to    Dix- 


ie's land, 


^=^ 


fe^ 


-b^ 


-\— \ — \— ^^ — ^> — h — ^1 — 


O    we're  march  -  ing  down       to    Dix  -  ie's  land,    To  Dix  -  ie's  land,      to    Dix  ■ 
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WE'RE    MARCHING    DOWN    TO    DIXIE'S    LAND. 
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And  our  flag    shall  wave      to      the   Ri    -    o  Graade,    And    trea  -  sou    shall      go     down ! 


And  our   flag    shall   wave      to      the  Ei    -    o  Grande,   And     trea  -  son    shall      go     down ! 
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Dupont  and  Sherman  took  a  sail, 

To  Dixie's  land,  to  Dixie's  land, 
With  little  stores  of  iron  hail, 

To  put  rebellion  down  ; 
They  called  to  see  Miss  Caroline  ; 

In  Dixie's  land,  in  Dixie's  land. 
Found  Beaufort  harbor  mighty  fine, 

To  put  rebellion  down  ; 
With  shot  and  shell,  and  Yankee  trick. 

In  Dixie's  land,  in  Dixie's  land, 

They  put  the  rogues  to  double  quick. 

And  treason  shall  go  down  I 


They  sent  two  Envoys  Plenipo, 

From  Dixie's  land,  from  Dixie's  land. 
To  Johnny  Bull  and  John  Crapeau, 

Lest  treason  should  go  down  ; 
They  rowed  about  from  shore  to  shore, 

In  Dixie's  laud,  in  Dixie's  land, 
Till  John  Bull  lent  a  helping  oar. 
Lest  treason  should  go  down  ; 
A  gallant,  plucky  Commodore, 

From  Yankee  land,  from  Yankee  land, 
Just  bagged  them  both  though  John  Bull  swore, 
And  treason  shall  go  down  1 


John  Bull  is  in  a  growling  mood. 

For  Dixie's  land,  for  Dixie's  land, 
He'd  help  the  rebels  if  he  could. 
Lest  treason  should  go  down, 
We've  whipped  him  twice,  if  he'U  call  again, 

On  sea  or  land,  on  sea  or  land. 
He'll  find  us  stocked  with  pluck  and  men. 

And  treason  shall  go  down  ; 
John  Bull  we'll  meet  as  friend  or  foe, 

On  sea  or  land,  on  sea  or  laud. 

We  love  his  smile,  we  dare  his  blow, 

But  treason  shall  go  down  I 


A  valiant  man  is  General  Bragg, 

In  Dixie's  land,  in  Dixie's  land. 
He  fondly  thought  to  trail  our  flag. 

And  capture  Col.  Brown  ; 
AVith  shot  and  shell  he  blazed  away, 

In  Dixie's  land,  in  Dixie's  land. 
But  soon  he  found  it  sorry  play, 

The  flag  would  not  come  down  ; 
Old  Harvey  Brown  cut  short  his  fun. 

In  Dixie's  land,  in  Dixie's  land, 

And  boasting  Bragg  cut  stick  and  run. 

And  treason  shall  go  down ! 


March  on,  march  on,  our  cause  is  just. 

To  Dixie's  land,  to  Dixie's  land, 
With  loyal  hearts  and  God  our  trust. 

To  put  rebellion  down  ; 
The  blood  of  martyred  brothers  cries. 

From  Dixie's  land,  from  Dixie's  land. 
Avenge,  avenge  our  sacrifice. 
And  put  rebellion  down. 
The  trumpet  sounds,  the  war  cry  rings. 

In  Dixie's  land,  in  Dixie's  land. 
Mid  clashing  steel  each  brave  heart  springs, 
To  put  rebelliou.  down  I 
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WE    WILL    NOT    RETREAT    ANY    MORE. 

Arranged  by  C.  Ascher. 
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fortunes  of    war  oft- en  change,  boys,  And  tri  -  fles  w.U  oft  turn   the  scale  ;  11  o 

bat-tied  thus  long  for  the   right,  boys,     Re-gard-less  of    Bta-t.on     or    gold,  \U  ve 

oft -en    go  home  in    our  dreams,  boys.  And  sit     by  the  old   kitch-en    fire.  And 

com-radesfill    ma-ny     a  grave,  boys,  Our  broth-ers  are  cr.p-pled  and  maim  d,  Of 
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WE    WILL    NOT    RETREAT    ANY    MORE. 


Ilea  -  vy    the  Mows  that  we  strike, 
BiifTcred  from  hun-ger  ami  thirst, 
tell  o'er  the  tales   of     our  canips, 
those  who  now  fall    as    they  fell, 


— N- 


T±z:. 


boys,  We    find  that    the      tru  -  est     may    fail ;  But 

boys.  Ami  tramp'd  thro'  the  heat  and    the    cold  ;  But 

boys       To    listeners    we     nev  -  er     can     tire;  But 

boys.  Their  couu-try   need  not      be       a-shanied ;  'We 


where  is     the  heart  to  des-pair,      boys?  Or  who    shall  ad  -  vise    to     turn    back?  We'll 

let  our  brave  leaders  once  call,     boys,  We'll  rush    to   the    fray     as      be-  fore.  We're 

just  in     our  moments    of  bliss,     boys.  While  thinking  our  hard-ships    are    o'er.  The 

sigh  for  the  blessings    of  peace,  boys,  We    tire      of  the     war  -  bu  -  gles    blast,  We'll 
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just    add      a        lit-  tie  more  steam,  boys,  And  rush  our  good  cause  o'er   the  track, 

read  -  y       to      fight  or  to      die,  boys,  But    not       to      re  -  treat      any         more, 

ord  -  er  comes  round  to  turn   out,  boys.  Pall    in  and  tramp  on     as      be- fore, 

con-quer    be  -  fore    we  go    home,  boys,  We'll  fight  for  our    flag     to     the    last. 


WE    WILL    NOT    RETREAT    ANY    MORE. 
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O,        we    will  not   re-trcat   an  -  y    more,     boys,    We  will  not    re-Ueat  an  -  y    more, 
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O,        we    will   not    re-treat  an  -  y    more,     boys,    M'e  will  not    re-treat  an  -  y     more. 
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We've  numbers   to  match,  The   traitors  we'd  catch,  M'e  will  not    re-treat    an  -  y    more. 
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We've  numbers  to  match,  The  traitors  we'd  catch,  We   will  not    re-treat    an 
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WE    ARE    MARCHING    ON    TO    RICHMOND. 


Words  and  Music  by  E.  \V.  Locke. 


Arranged  by  G.  AscHER. 


Lively. 
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1.  Our      knap -sacks    sling,      and    blithe  -  ly       sing,     We're 

2.  Our       foes      are      near,      their  drums     we      hear,  They're 

3.  But       yes   -    ter   -  day,         in      mur  -  d'rous  fray,      Wliile 
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marcli  -  ing    on  to    Rich-mond ;      With    wea  -  pons  bright      and  hearts    so     light;  We're 

camp'd       a -bout        in  Rich-mond:      With    pick  -  ets      out,         to     tell      the    route,    Our 
march  -  ing    ou  to  Rich-mond ;       We      part  -  ed     here      from  com  -  rades  dear.  While 
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WE   ARE    MARCHING    ON    TO    RICHMOND. 
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song  be    -    guile,      We're  march    -     ing         on 

meet         our        blows,        No      doubt      they'll     fight 
tear    -      ful         eyes.      While  march    -    ing         on 
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Rich  -  mond  ; 
Rich  -  mond ; 
Rich  -  mond : 
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roads  are  rough  but  smooth  e  -  nough,  To  take  us  safe  to  Rich-mond. 
brave  may  die,  but  nev  -  er  fly,  We'll  cut  our  way  to  Rieh-mond. 
laid      the  braves      in      peace -ful   graves,    And     *tar    -     ted      on  for     Rich-mond. 
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WE   ARE    MARCHING    ON    TO    RICHMOND. 


Then  tramp      a  -  way  while  the    bu  -  gles  play,  We're  march-ing      on       to   Eich-mond  ; 


Then  tramp      a -way    while  the    bu  -  gles   play,  We're  march-ing      on        to    Kich-mond  ; 
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Our      flag  shall  gleam    in    the   morn  -  ing  beam.  From  ma  -  ny      a      spire      in   Eich-mond. 


Our      fla"  shall  gleam    in    the  morn  -  ing  beam.  From  ma  -  ny      a      spire      in   Ivich-mond. 
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4  Our  friends  away  are  sad  to-day, 

Because  we  march  to  Richmond  ; 
AVith  loving  fear  they  shrink  to  hear, 

About  our  march  to  Richmond  ; 
The  pen  shall  tell  that  they  who  fell. 

While  marching  on  to  Richmond  ; 
Had  hearts  aglow  and  face  to  foe, 

And  died  insight  of  Richmond. 


5  Our  thoughts  shall  roam  to  scenes  of  home, 
While  marcliing  on  to  Richmond. 
Tlie  vacant  chair  that's  waiting  there. 

While  we  march  on  to  Richmon  J  ; 
'Twill  not  be  long  till  shout  and  song. 

We'll  raise  aloud  in  Richmond, 
And  war's  rude  blast,  will  soon  be  past, 
And  we'll  go  home  from  Richmond. 
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ON    TO    THE    VAN,    PRESS    ON 


"Words  liy  Charles  Morris. 

Con  Spin'tn. 
Sra 


Music  by  J.  Ford. 
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1.  Know      ye    the  land    where  the  war    ea     -     gle    hov-ers, 

2.  Beats    there    a    heart      that    is   void   of  de  -  vo-tion 
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O  -  ver        the    camp      of    the       free   and  the  brave?  Emblem         of  hope,      with  lii 

To    the        fair    land       by   our       fore- fath-ers   won?  Thunder      your    an  -  swcr  fro 


BY    PKK.MIS3ION'  OK  S.  -T.  QORDON  k  SON. 
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ON    TO    THE    VAN,    PRESS    ON! 
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proud      wing      he      cov  -  eis,        The  spot      where  our      ev  -  er        lov'd  ban  -  ner  doth 

o     -     cean      to        o  -  cean,      Ye     mil  -  lions  whom  Lib  -  er      -      ty        claims      as  her 
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Know       ye     that  land?  'Tis     here  I  'tis      here  I  Here  in      the 

Beats     there  that  heart?  Oh   where?  oh,  where?  Can  the     vUe 
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Lib  -   er  -  ty's  home  in      the 
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ON    TO    THE   VAN,    PRESS   ON! 
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Up!  up  in  your  might!  valiant  sons  of  the  nation, 

Your  sisters,  wives,  mothers,  liy  treacliery  bleed, 
Up,  sweep  the  false  crew  from  the  face  of  creation ! 
And  Heaven,  approving,  will  smile  on  the  deed, 
Fly  to  the  ranks! 
To  arms!  to  arms! 
Life-guard  of  Liberty,  brave  and  true, 
Victory's  flag  now  waves  o'er  you. 


The  stream  of  the  ages  has  thrown  on  our  borders, 

Its  hallowed  treasure  of  patriot  dust, 
And  all  the  world  hails  us  as  Liberty's  warders  ; 

Oh!  shall  we,  her  guardians,  prove  fabe  to  the  trust? 
On  to  the  van ! 
Press  on !  press  on ! 
Strike  for  our  eagle-flag  I  swear  it  shajl  be, 
Ever  the  hope  of  the  brave  and  free ! 
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DIXIE    DOODLE. 


Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  H.  Stevens. 
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Allegro  moderato 
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1.  Un   -   cle   Sam,    with   Gen  - 'ral  Grant,    And     Yan  -  kee    Doo  -  die    Dan  -  dy, 

2.  He   took  a  stroll      in   Wash  -  ing  -  ton      With      his        old  friend   and    broth-er, 
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Sought  and  found       a      way  -  ward   boy,    'Twas  Dix    -    ie      Doo-  die    Dan-dy,  Se 

Yank  -  ee      Doo  -  die    was        his  name.        In   truth      he      had       no     oth  -  er ;  Says 
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cess  -  ion  proved    too  rough       a    track      For    Dix    -     ie     Doo  -  die   Dan  -  dy,  So 

Yank      to      Dix      you  could  -  n't     win       On    your         se  -  cess   -    ion  bend-er,  For 
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Grant 
Grant 


and  Sher  -  man    led       him  back,       To      live      with 
and  Sher  -  man   took      you     in,        And  made      you 
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DIXIE    DOODLE. 


-  geth  -  er      live 


in  Wash  -  ing  -  ton,       With    Un 


cle    Sam      and    An 
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Yankee  Doodle  tossed  his  cap, 

Says  Dixie  to  his  brother, 
I  lost  my  cap  in  Dixie's  land. 

And  couldn't  get  another. 
Take  mine,  says  Yank,  it's  coming  down, 

It's  been  as  high  as  thunder, 
So  let  it  fall  upon  your  head. 

While  you  are  standing  under. 


Now  Dixie  Doodle  wears  the  cap. 

Of  Liberty  and  Union, 
And  thinks  the  change  becomes  him  well, 

The  gray  one  for  the  blue  one ; 
Hand  in  hand  the  brothers  bear 

The  banner  of  our  freedom. 
Ever  ready  for  their  work. 

When  Uncle  Sam  shall  need  them. 
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THE    DYING    VOLUNTEER. 


UNION    AND    VICTORY. 


J.    C.    l^KCKEL. 


Andante  affettwso. 
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field  he      lay,        Up    -    held         by  com    -    rades     dear, 

deep         and    low.       His     thoughts     re    -     ciir'd  to      home. 
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But       though        his      life        was        wan     -      ing    fast,  Ee     - 

But       though        on     earth       we        meet  no     more,        Dry 
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-     gret  nor    fear      knew        he, 

up  your   tears       for         nie, 


But  6Uout  -   ed 

We'll  6iug       up 
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Then  gazed  he  on  his  country's  flag, 

As  proud  it  waved  in  air ; 
Who  would  not  die  a  thousand  deaths : 

To  keep  that  Banner  there. 
And  still  with  fainting  breath  he'd  cry, 

Though  painful  'twas  to  see, 
'Tis  sweet  for  country,  friends  to  die. 

Union  and  Victory. 


4. 


His  spirit  pass'd  away  to  God, 

His  comrades  laid  him  low. 
They  buried  him  beneath  the  sod 

As  friendship's  tc.trs  did  flow. 
But  Duty  calls — the  cry  to  arms. 

Must  promptly  answer'd  be, 
Press  on — press  on  Bravo  Volunteers, 

Union  and  Victory. 
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REPLY    TO    THE    BONNIE    BLUE    FLAG. 


Words  by  Mrs.  C.  Sterett. 
Moderato  con  cspress^ 


Music  by  M.  H.  Frank. 
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1.  We  are  a  baud       of    Patriots 

2.  Much  pa  -  tience  and       for-bear-ance, 

3.  Tliey  forced    the  war        up  -  on     us, 

4.  We're  iu        theright,and  will  pre- vail, 


who  each    leave  home     and  friend, Our 

the  North    has      al   -    ways  shown, To- 

for  peace  -  ful  men        are  we, They 

the  Stars      aud  Stripes  must  fly  I The 
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no    -  ble  Coa    -    sli  -  tu     -    -     -  tion  anil  Baa  -  ner       to         de   •  feud, Our 

•  ward  her  South  -  era        breth   -   pen,  who  had      each  way      their  owu ; But 

steal  our  luon    -    ey,  sieze      our  forts,  and  then        as  cow  -  ards  flee False 

"Boa  -  uie  Bhie      Flag"  be     haul' d  down  and   ev    -     'ry  trai    -    tor  die Free- 
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Cap    -    i  -    tal  was  threaten' d, 

when       we  made  our  President — • 

to        their  vows,  and  to  the  Flag, 

-  dom      and  Peace  enjoyed  by  all, 


and  the  cry  rose  near       and    far, To  pro 
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-  tect       our  Coun  -  try's  glo    -    rious  Flag      that  glitters  with  ma  -  ny    a  star... 

wrath      was  rous'd,  they  mount  -  ed  guns,      and         on     Fort     Sump-ter  fired.- 

sought     the    Un    -    ion     to         dis-solve,    earth's     no  •  blest,    bright- est  gem.., 

span  -  gled  Ban    -    ner  wave       on    high,    with     stars     just       Thir  -  ty  -  Four. 
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iA : — # — • — •— • — 


W— b^^-l^     ^     \>>-^^ 


»s     ^^     V     ^     »v     N 


1 


Pfay  ls<  (Si/m. 


331 


SIXTY-THREE    IS    THE    JUBILEE. 


"Words  by  J.  L.  Greene. 

Alle(irctto. 


Music  bv  D.  A.  French. 
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SIXTY-THREE    IS    THE    JUBILEE. 
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THE    WOUNDED    BOY    AT    KENESAW. 


Words  by  G.  M.  Ballaed. 


Music  by  J.  P.  Webster. 
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1.  The  qui        -        et    moon 

2.  My         com      -      rades    lie 

3.  My    thoughts  run    back, 


4.     Still        rest 
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Oh,  Moth-er!  I            could  part 

To  bless     my  a  -      ged  eyes 

Come  ease     my  heart,           if  not 
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THE    VOLUNTEER'S    FAREWELL. 


Music  by  J.  A.  Butterfield. 
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1.  The       drums     beat  loud! 

2.  Oh!      think        not      I 
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leav  -  ing     thee  a  -  lone,  my  love,        The  leav  -   iiig  thee  a  -  lone.  I 

-   thou'  they    now       have  flown,        my  love,  Al- thou'    they  now^      have  flown.  Well 

lin  -  ger    round       my  heart,         my  love.         Will  lin    -   ger  round       my  heart.  Oh ! 


feel       that    it  is      hard       to      say.  The  part  -  ing     word  to    thee  Our 

I  re  -  nicm    -     her     when     we    roved,  By  moon-light     o'er  yon  hill.  And 

glad   -   ly  would  I       here       re  -  main  And  tell    thee      all  my  love.  But 
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1.  All     qui  -  et        a  -  long  the    Po  -  to-mac,     they     say,  Ex  - 

2.  All     qui  -  et        a  -  long  the    Po  -  to-mac,        to  -  night,  Where  the 

3.  There'son  -  ly      the   sound  of    the  lone      sen-try's   tread,  As     he 

4.  The  moon  seems   to     shine  just     as  bright  -  ly    as      then.  That 

5.  He     pass  -  es      the    foun    -  tain,  the   blast  -  ed   pine-tree,  His 

6.  All     qui  -  et        a  -  long  the    Po  -  to-mac,        to  -  night,  No 
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fro,       By     a       ri   -    fle- man    hid     in      the   thick-et.      'Tis    nothing,       a       pri-vate    or 
moon,    Or  the    light     of    the  watch-fires  are  gleaming;    A      trem-u   -  lous    sign,   as      the 

bed.      Far  a  -  way      in     his    cot      on     the   mountain.  His    mus-ket    falls  slack,  and    his 
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lost,         on  -  ly    one      of    the      men.        Moaning    out        all     a  -  lone    the  death  rat-  tie. 

hove,      with  their  glit  -  ter-ing      eyes.        Keep        watch    while  the    ar  -  my    is     sleeping. 

prayer      for   the  chil-dred     a-   sleep,       For  their  moth  -  er,    may  heav  -  en    de- fend  her. 

gun        clos-er     up        to      its     place.        As  if  to    keep  down  the  heart  ewelling. 

ri    -     fle, "Ha!  Ma  -  ry,  good     bye,"    And    the   life  -  blood  was   eb  -  bing  and  plashing. 
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1.  Shall  we  yield     to      the        foe, 

2.  Shall  we  yield     to      the       foe, 

3.  Then  to  -  geth  -  er,      ye      brave ; 
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THE    SOLDIER'S    MOTHER. 


Words  by  Mrs.  John  C.  Winans. 
Moderalo. 


Music  by  H.  T.  Knake. 
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WAS    MY    BROTHER    IN    THE    BATTLE? 


Written  and  composed  In-  SxEniEN  C.  Foster. 
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TREAD    LIGHTLY,    YE    COMRADES. 

OR     THE 

VOLUNTEER'S    GRAVE. 
Words  by  "Annie."  Arranged  by  Mrs.  F.  L.  Bowen. 
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FOR    THE    DEAR    OLD    FLAG    I    DIE! 

The  last  words  of  a  brave  little  drummer  boy  who  was  fatally  wounded  at  the  battle  of  Gettysburg. 


Words  by  George  Cooper. 
Ski 


Music  by  Stephen  C.  Foster. 
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SKEDADDLE. 


Writtea  and  Composed  by  Geo.  Danskin. 


Skedaddle  from  the  Greek,  Vide  Homer's  Odyssey  Book  20.  AVhere  the  word  "Skedasis"  is  used  to  describe  a 
'Scattering  or  dispersiug"  hence  "Skedaddle,  to  bolt,  to  run." 

Louisville  Journal  and  G.  D. 
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UP,    UP    WITH    OUR    BANNER. 


Music  by  Thomas  Comer, 
♦""^  m.-*-  -^      -•■•H*-*-         Trumpet. 


Words  by  W.  T.  W.  Ball 
Maestoso. 
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Words  by  Idlewild 
Moderato. 


MARYLAND,    FAIR    MARYLAND. 

ANSWER  TO  MARYLAND,  MY  MARYLAND. 

Music  by  J.  C.  Beckel. 
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Poem  by  John  Howard  Paynk. 

Aiiflantino. 


HOME,    SWEET    HOME. 

Music  by  Henry  Bishop. 
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THE    DYING    DRUMMER    BOY. 


Words  bv  >_ary  A.  Lathbury. 


Music  bv  E.  C.  Ho'n-E,  M.  D. 
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when  will  the  long  night      end,  Mother,  And      when    will  the  morn-ini;         come? 
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THE    UNION,    RIGHT    OR    WRONG. 


Words  by  George  P.  Morris. 


Arranged  by  Wm.  Plain. 


Marziule  con  Anima 
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1.  In        Free    -    dom's  name         our        blades        we    draw,         She   arms       us        for  the 

2.  Then    come,  ve      hard     -      y  vol     -      uu-teers,  A-round      our      stan    -    dard 
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The        Vn  •  ion  must,  shall  be   j)reserved. 
The        Un  -  iou  right  or  wrong  in  -  spires 
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That  cause  our  hearts 
It    was   the  glo 
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THE    UNION,    RIGHT    OR    WRONG. 
CHORUS. 


we         will      do         or       die.      1 
Uu     -     ion — right       or      wrong!  / 


That  cause  our  hearts 


and  bauds  has 
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It  is  the  duty  of  us  all 

To  check  rebellion's  swav  ; 
To  rally  at  the  nation's  call, 

And  we  that  voice  obey  [ 
Then  like  a  band  of  brothers  go, 

A  hostile  league  to  break, 
To  rout  a  spoil  encumbered  foe, 

And  what  is  ours  retake. 


So  come,  ye  hardy  volunteers, 

Around  our  standard  throng. 
And  pledge  man's  hope  of  coming  years, 

The  Union — right  or  wrong! 
The  Union  right  or  wrong  inspires 

The  burden  of  our  song ; 
It  was  the  glory  of  our  sires — 

The  Union — right  or  wrong ! 


385 


I    CANNOT    LEAVE    THE    BATTLE-FIELD. 


Words  by  Vi'.  Dextkr  Smith,  Jk. 


M.  Kkller. 


Tern  to  di  Murria. 
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].     I  can    -    not      leave       the  bat 
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3.     I  can    -    not       come,     loved         one, 
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I    CANNOT    LEAVE    THE    BATTLE-FIELD. 
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all         our         foe    -    men  flee 

uinph  -  ant  in  the  sky,.... 
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seek     my    home  with  true        flo-light.      To        dwell       in  sweet    joy  there, 

gal  -  lant      le      -      gions  proud  -  ly  wheel,     To  die  as      he  -  roes  can. 

pray    that    God  on     whom     we    call     Will      guard      our    will  -  ing  arm. 
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When  vie  -  to  -  ry        shall    crowu     with      light 
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LAY    HIS    SWORD    BY    HIS    SIDE. 


1ST  TENOR. 


J.    M.    KlEFFER. 
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I.     Lay     his     sword         by        his       side, 
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it       has    serv'd       him      too    well 
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touch     thee,     my  own         gal  ■  lant  sword, 
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Fel  -  low       lab'    •     rei's       in       life, 


let      them    slum    -  ber        in    death 
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BRAVE    BATTERY    BOYS. 


Words  by  PAULINA. 


AND  II  TKNOR. 
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Music  by  P.  P.  Bliss. 
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1.  We    come 

2.  Our    hearts 

3.  We       may 
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with        re  ■  vers'd      arms         O       com     •    rades      who  sleep,  To 
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speak  of  the  dark  days  that  yet  had  their  joys,  When  we  were  to  -  geth  •  er — 
Mis  -  sion  Ridge  ech  -  oed  the  bat  •  tie's  fierce  joys,  When  rushed  to  the  res  •  cue — 
proud  •  ly        ye  sport  •  ed       the  grand    bat  -  tie        toys.        And  fell       but      as      vie  ■  tors, 
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Brave  Bat  •  ter  •  y  Boys,  When  we  were  to  -  geth  -  er — Brave  Bat  •  ter  -  y  Boys. 
Brave  Bat  •  ter  •  jr  Boys,  When  rushed  to  the  res  •  cue — Brave  Bat  -  ter  •  y  Boys. 
Brave    Bat  •  tef  •  y    Boys,        Aad      fell    but    as    vie  •  tors.    Brave      Bat  -  ter  -  y  Boys. 
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What    sol-diers  for  Free  -  dom        can      do    and    can  dare ;      Loud     pe  -  ans     of  praise  each 
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tell  how  they    tii  -  umph'd — Brave     Bat-ter»  y    Boys, 
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To  tell       how      they       tri    -     umph'd —    Brave  Bat   ■    ter    -    y  Boys, 


4  We  come,  O  !  beloved  to  garland  your  tomb, 

To  twine  'round  the  marble  the  springs  freshest  bloom ; 
To  speak  of  a  past  that  no  present  destroys. 
And  call  the  dead  roll  of  Brave  Battery  Boys, 
And  call  the  dead  roll  of  Brave  Battery  Boys. 

5  O!  brave  Twenty-fix,  when  the  weary  shall  rest, 
When  over  our  slumbers  the  sod  shall  be  prest ; 
^V'hen  sweetly  forgetful  of  all  that  annoys, 
We'll  sleep  here  together  Brave  Battery  Boys, 
We'll  sleep  hero  together  Brave  Battery  Boys, 
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OUR    HEROES. 


Words  by  F.  De  Haes  Janvier. 


Music  by  Nathan  Barker. 
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I.     Cheers,  cheers,       for        our        he  •  roes  1         Not   those         who      wear      stars ;         Not 
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2.     But,     cheers  for        our       sol  -  diers,        Rough  wrin     •     kled      and    brown ;        The 
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gal  •  lant,       And     hon 


or     them,    too, 


For       brave  •  ly      main  -  tain  •  icg 
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ted,     white    and    blue,  For    brave  -  ly  main-tain-  ing        The  ted,     white    and    blue. 
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red,     white    and   blue,         The    bul  •  wark  sur-  loundiog        The  ted,     white    and    blue. 


3  Our  patriot  soldiers  I 
When  treason  arose, 
And  freedom's  own  children 

Assailed  her  as  foes  ; 
When  anarchy  threatened 
And  order  withdrew, 
I!:  They  rallied  to  rescue 

The  red,  white  and  blue.  :|| 


4  Upholding  our  banner 
On  many  a  field, 
The  doom  of  the  traitor. 
They  valiantly  sealed  ; 
And,  worn  with  the  conflict. 
Found  vigor  anew, 
II:  Where  victory  greeted 

The  red,  white  and  blue.  :|| 


5  Vet,  loved  ones  have  fallen 
And  still,  where  they  sleep, 
A  sorrowing  nation 

Shall  silently  weep. 
And  spring's  fairest  flowers. 
In  gratitude  strew, 
li:  O'er  those  who  have  cherished 
The  red,  white  and  blue.  :1| 


6  But,  glory  immortal 
Is  waiting  them  now, 
And  chaplets  unfading. 

Shall  bind  every  brow  ; 
When  called  by  the  trumpet. 
At  time's  great  review, 
II:  They  stand,  who  defended 
The  red,  white  and  blue.  :|1 
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FORWARD,    BOYS,    FORWARD 


SONG    OF    THE    VOLUNTEERS. 


Words  by  F.  H.  S. 
Moderato. 
1st  Tenor. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  RoOT. 
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HAVE  YE  SHARPENED  YOUR  SWORDS? 


A  BATTLE  SONG. 


Words  by  D.  W.  MANCHESTER. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
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MARCH    ON,    MARCH    ON! 


A    SOLDIERS    GLEE. 


Words  by  Lt.  Col.  Sam.  B  Raymond,  sth  Ills.  Vols. 
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D.  C.  to  Fine. 


our       lives,         our       hearts,      our 


2  Fight  on,  fight  on,  the  stars  are  gleaming. 

We  plant  our  standard  firm  and  fast. 
We'll  rally  where  our  banner's  streaming, 

And  defend  them  to  the  last. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  our  arms  victorious, 

They  fly  before  our  conq'ring  host, 
We'll  praise  the  "God  of  Battles"  o'er  us, 

"Union  forever,"  be  our  toast. 
Fight  on,  fight  on,  etc. 


3  Shout  on,  shout  on,  we  love  the  cheering 

Of  hearts  that  glow  with  a  nation's  love  ; 
Oh  haste  we  on,  the  day  is  nearing, 

Our  flag  shall  tloat  triumphant  above. 
Cursed  be  each  hand  that's  raised  against  it, 

Perish  each  traitor  in  the  land, 
Prosper  nur  llag  where'er  we  send  it, 

"Divided  we  fall,  United  we  stand," 
Shotit  on,  shout  on,  etc. 
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Written  by  (Jeorge  Cooper. 

Moderati),  con  ei/ii- 


Music  by  Stephen  C.  Foster. 
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On  the  gory  field  of  battle 

Your  sweet  voice  will  nerve  my  hand. 
And  when  weary,  sad  or  wounded. 

Your  fair  image  near  me  stand. 
In  my  visions,  like  some  angel, 

You  will  turn  my  grief  to  bliss  ; 
On  my  pale  and  fevered  forehead 

I  will  often  fi'cl  voiir  kiss. 
Our  dear  native  land's  in  danger 

And  we'll  ealnily  bide  the  time 
Till  this  dreadful  war  is  over. 

And  tlie  bells  of  peace  shall  chime. 
C'liu. — How  happy  I  will  feel,  etc. 


When  ;his  dreadful  war  is  ended, 

(Soon  I  hope  the  day  will  come,) 
Love's  own  star  will  lead  my  footsteps 

Safely  back  to  you  and  home. 
Oh  !  what  joy  again  to  meet  you 

Wlien  the  threat'ning  storm  is  past, 
And  the  flag  our  foes  have  planted 

Flies  in  shreds  upon  the  blast 
Farewell  !  farewell  I  best  anil  dearest. 

Do  not  let  your  heart  repine. 
Though  the  sky  may  now  look  gloomy 

Soon  the  sun  will  brightly  shine. 
Clio. — IIow  happy,  etc. 
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OH,  HASTE  ON  THE  BATTLE. 


Introduction. 

Maestoso. 
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=f=: 


we're     right.      Oh, 


haste 


on     the  bat  -  tie,    The    Ty  -  rant  must  fall. 

_  ad  lib.  N        N 


r- 


m^^ii^^li^iyi^B 


H 1 


J^—- R- 


^^te3!=s; 


*^^  r 


N    rTN 


:=(: 


:=|: 


B 


1st 


5  'Tis  Liberty's  battl.',  an<l  Slavery's  ilouth  nittle. 

For  FroLMlom  shall  lolhiw  where  lately  it  trod. 
And  after  the  battle,  shall  man.  now  a  chattel, 

Stand  forth  in  his  IVoedoin.  the  image  of  God.     Chorus. 

6  And  oh,  what  a  glory  will  gleam  in  the  story 

Our  children  shall  tell  to  each  daughter  an<l  son  ; 
Of  the  wonderful  battle,  the  terrible  battle. 

When  their  country  was  saved,  nn.l  its  liberties  won.     C  nouns. 
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GOD  BLESS  MY  BOY  TO-NIGHT. 


1 .  Two    years     a    -  go    he  marched  a  -  way, 

2.  I        know  not  where  he  march-es  now, 

3.  Could  I        but  kiss  his  cheek  once  more. 


The  war  light  glittering  in  his 
Per  -  haps  liis  earth-ly  toil  is 
And     fold    him     to     this    teu-der 


f=^: 


=^f=i^ 


eye ; 
o'er, 
heart, 


§«=!= 


P 


--t=t-- 


No         ter 
Per    -    haps 
Con  -    tent 


i-or  shook  his 
on  his  tvi 
I'd       be       to 


=l=#=4: 


_-^ 


soul  that  day, 
umpliant  lirow 
quit    the     shore 


iEEg 


-i^^l=i 


No 
The 
Of 
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;s 


W^m^^^^ 


— 1^5— A 
-^-^ 

fill  -  t'riiig  niark'd  his  brief  good-  bye  ; 
-uus  of  Heaven  their  brightness  pour; 
life       and  from    tiiese  scenes  de  -   part  • 


~^:^^ 


He      prom       ised    then  to     think    of 

But        be  his       lot     in   Heaven  or 

O      breeze     tliat     fans  my  tlirobbing 


rae 
here, 
brow, 


P=^=P4 


When 
In 
O 


e'er  he     saw    the    moon's  pale  light. 

Heaven     to      rest     or       liere     to     tight, 
birds         that    fade     in       noiseless    flight, 


EEtEE^; 


May 

May 

Speed, 


f  9i|zj=|=j= j: 


■t* 


I  I 


h~t:E^m^^ET:^^ 


lUl^l 


all     good  angels  hohl  him  free 

all     good  angels  sweetly  cheer 

speed,  and  whisper    to  him  now 


From    harm  ;  God  bless  my  boy  to-night  ! 

His      soul ;  God  bless  my  boy  to-night ! 

These  words,  God  bless  mv  boy  to-night  I 


^f:*-^i-^^EE^, 


^feii 


P^ 


ri 


■^^rEk 
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GOD   BLESS  MY   BOY  TO-NIGHT. 


Hecond  time  p. 
SOl-BAlfO. 


ill 


3^^g^£ 


■:^:J^==^: 


-Jizod 


O      breeze  that  fans  my  throbbing  brow, 

-JiTO. 


O         birds     that  fade  in  noiseless 


:t-:A-^ 


O      breeze  that  fans  my  throbbing  brow, 

TENOK. 


birds     that  fade  in  noiseless 


gpi: 


:r=^p,-g=r-z]ip:Tzz^: 

-t^— t^— ^— *^— b^hl -^ 


^— *- 


:!^^^-l^-iT-^-| 


0     breeze   that  fans  my  throbbing  brow, 
:bass. 


O        birds     that  fade  in  noiseless 


\±± 


rt 


tr=P: 


^^_^_ 


i.^ — ^—■^- 


» — • — • — 3--< 


-w— fc^— y- 


]i  PIAJi'O, 


lirli. — li. — Si 


flight,         Speed, speed  and  whisper  to  him  now  These  words, God  bless  my  boy  to-night ! 


«^-:^: 
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A— ^ 
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^=& 
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^-  ^Si:  '^ 


flight,  Speed, speed  and  whisper  to  him  now  These  words, God  bless  my  boy  to-night  I 


-F       '  ^    I  — F-^-/-^h7-H=|-#=z P-r-»-»-#-^^^-<^^-H 


flight.  Speed, speed  and  whisper  to  him  now, 


il3^ 
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-^-^ 


God  bless  my  boy  to-night ! 


:^-^ 


F-^ 
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DE  DARKIE'S  RALLY. 

Words  and  Music  by  AV.  W.  Partridge. 


V — ? 


I 


>-^^ 


:P:^=£ 


XT 

1.  Old    mas  -  sa    Lin  -  kum  he'm  de     man,   Tur  break  up    dat    ole    wick  -  ed  clan,    Who 

2.  Dey  wuck'd  us  hard    and    paid     us  naught,  Our  chil-dren  dear,  dey    sole    an'  bought,  Our 

3.  Dey  bound  us  down   wid    cru  -  el   might,  Wid  wick-ed  force   dey    held  our  right.     But 

4.  "De   year    of    Ju  -  bi  -  lee     hab  come,"  When  we  shall  liab    a     free-man's  home  ;  Den 

5.  An' when   ourmas-sas   con-quer'd   are,     An'   we  wid  dem  our  free  -  doni  share ,  We'll 


-I — - 


^^§. 


tink     no  rights     to  Nig's    be  -  long      But     lib       a     slave     de  wliole  life    long, 

wifcs  dey   tore     from  our      em  -  brace,    An'  doom'd  us     to          a      bru  -  tal      race. 

tank    de    Lord,     for  peass    we      see.       We   Dar  -  kies      all      will    soon     be      free. 

let         us     ral   -    ly  wid     our    miglit,  "An'  strike   for    free  -  dom  an'    our  right." 

work    for  dem     fur  pay  —  not     fear,      An' keep     our  wives    an'     cliil-dren    dear. 


^  ■•■•••■#• 


-^ 


^ 


-*?— 
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Chorus. 
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Den  come  on  all  ye  Darkies  unto  Massa  Linkum's  camp,  Whar  we're  all  bound  to  go 


Den  come  on  all  ye  Darkies  unto  Massa  Linkum's  camp,  Whar  we're  all  bound  to  go 


,An  we'll 


^i::^ 


An  Ave'll 


jg;g|^i£^j£ggg^^.gz^=gzg^ 
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meet     our  ole  Mas-sas  an  we"ll  cou-quer  dem  or  die,  Dat  we  must  do  you  know  ;  We  are 


-9'—9>- 


^mm 
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meet     our  ole  Mas-sas  an  we'll  cou-quer  dem  or  die,  Dat  we  must  do  you  know  ;  We  are 
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all  fur  de  Un-ion  ob  Norf  and  Soufern  States, But  nothab  de  Union  like  it  hab  been  before  ; 


&E?4L^Si£iii^&zi^=M^^S 


i<^--b— K-K-f 


^z^^zkz-lzfc 


•— •-ri^— i^— y— 1?— • - 


fe-g- 


all  fur  de  Un-ion  ob  Norf  and  Soufern  States, But  not  hab  de  Union  like  it  hab  been  before  ; 
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Hab  a    Un  -   ion   ob   freedom  o  -ber  all  our  blessed  Ian,  But  wid  slavery  no     more. 


■0-  -0-        -0-  ■0-  ■0-  ■0-    •0-  -f:    m 


t- 


Hab  a    Un   -   ion   ob  freedom  o-ber  all  our  blessed   Ian,  But  wid  slavery  no     more. 
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OH!   MASSA'S  GWINE  TO  WASHINGTON. 


SONG  AND  CHORUS. 
Words  by  Edmund  Kirke.  Music  by  C.  S.  Beainard. 


fc 


Introduction. 


m^^E^ 


m^^. 
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i^Si 


m 


:fc* 


3S:-?r 


-N--!^,#- 


H • =--•--« i-^ k^ V— ^- — -f^ a-r 


l.Harkldar   -   kies,  hark  lit       am  de  drum    Dat  calls  ole   Mas-sa     'way  from  hum,  AVid 

2.  Dis       dar    -    ky  know  what  Mas-sa    do,     He    take  him     long    to     brack  him  shoe.     To 

3.  Ole      Mas-    sa    say    ole      Abe  will  eat   De    nig  -  gas      all     ex-    eep'    de    feet,      Do 

4.  Dis      nig    -    ga  know  ole      Abe  will  save  His  brud-der    man,  de       dar  -  ky  slave,  And 


a^ 


-J^^ 


t 


Ff#?^ 


i^_ 
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g^gg^JgE^il^^Egigig 


S^S 


pow  -  der- pouch  and  load-ed    gun,         To  drive  old    Abe  from  Wash-ing- ton. 

black  liim  shoe    and  tote  him  guu,  AVheu    lie      am 'way  to  Wasli-ing- ton. 

feet   may  be,     will  cut  and    run,  Wlien  Mas  -  sa    gets  to  Wash-ing- ton. 

dat    he'll   let      him  cut  and    run,  WlieuMas-sa     gets  to  Wash-ing- ton. 


-A— N- 


:t^ 


:J~.i^^^^^: 


^-^^ 
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i=f^ 


Oh!  Mas-sa's  gwine  to  Wash-ing-ton,       So  clar  de     way      for  Wasli-ing-ton,     Oh! 


*-* 


i^ 
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i=fcf-=^-=:{? 


*-^^ 


^t:E^^^^=^^^j^m 


wont   dis    dar   -  ky      hab    sum  fun,  When  Mas  -  sa's  gwine  to       Wash-ing-ton! 
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OH!    MASSA'S  GWINE  TO   WASHINGTON. 


Choki 
SOrKAXO. 
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1.  Oh  !  Mas-sa'sgvvine  to  Wash-ing-ton,    So    clare  de  way      for   Wash-iug-ton,    Oh! 

1    ALTO. 
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:^ 
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-.^-t~ 


--ifc 


2.  Oh  !  Mas-sa'sgwiue  to  Wash-ing-ton,     So    clare  de   way      for   Wash-iug-ton,    Oh! 


« Nl 


-^ — p^ — ^ — ^- 


3.  Oh!  Mas-sa'sgwine  to  Wash-ing-ton,    So    clare  de  way        for  Wash-ing-ton,    Oh 

BASS. 


'-=t 


:^=^:| 


-^r^-^^t- 


-0 • •- 

-I 1 1 — 


i^U:-V--f^r; 


4.   When  Mas-sa    gets     to  Wash-ing-ton;  vSo   clare  de     way       to    Wash-ing-ton,    Ole 

.     li    FIANO. 
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=^^: 
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wont   dis    dar  -  ky       hab    sum  fun,  When   Mas  -  sa's  gwine     to    Wash-ing  -  ton  ! 


^- 


■=S- 


long     a  -  fore     de     morn  -  in'    sun 


S=3-^-I^^^Jl 
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Ole    Mas  -  sa's  orwine  to        Wash-ing  -  ton  ! 


V- 


--^--'^ 


:tr- 


-f^-W- 


wont   dis    dar  -  ky      cut     and   run.    When  Mas-sa   gets    to 


w^^^^^^^^^^ 


Wash-ing  -  ton  ! 

N — ^ 


Abe  will     let      the     dar-kies    run     When  Mas  -  sa  gets      to         Wash-ing-ton. 


II 
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DEAD  ON  THE  BATTLE  FIELD. 


'S\'ords  by  M.  L.  Hofford. 

Andantino  impasstonate. 


Music  by  J.  C.  Beckel. 
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1.  Dead  on    the       battle    field!      The       bravest     of    the      brave, 

2.  Dead    on     tlie       battle   field  !       In  the  cause  of  truth  and    right, 

3.  Dead    on    the      battle   field!      The        he-ro's  thrill-inj;;      voice 


In   the 

He 

No 


Bi  piuuasios  or  s.  t.  oordon  A  sov. 
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DEAD   ON    THE    BATTLE   FIELD. 


forc-iuost  ranks  he     no-  bly  fought  And  found 
stood  re-solved    to     tri  -  umph  there  Or    per     - 
more  shall  bid     the    trai  -  tor  fear,  The  loy 


m^^^^^^ 


a     sol  -dier's  grave.  His 

ish  in       tiie    fight.  The 

al  heart  re  -  joice  ;  In   the 


dol. 
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:t== 
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=^=^1=^: 


coun  -  try  mourns  his  loss, 
life  -  blood  of  his  heart, 
cold      em-brace   of     death 
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fe 
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=^=H 
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A       na  -  tion  o'er   him   weeps.  But 

With    pur  -  pose  pure  and    high,  He 

The     gal  -  lant  sol  -  dier    sleeps,  But 


m^^:: 


m 


a  tempo. 


hi. 


m^^^ 


n—» 


:=J: 
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^-=H 


glo  -  ry  gilds  the  honor'd  name 
free  -  ly  shed  in  his  country's  cause 
glo   -  rv  gilds      his  honor'd  tomb. 


7T 


Our        fond  re-membrance  keeps.  (Chorus.) 
AVhen  summoned  thus    to      die. 
Andtlie  na  -  tion  o'er    him  weeps. 
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Chorus. 


Dead      on  the   battlefield  ! The bravestof the  brave, 

2nd  TREBLE,  dol 


In  the  foremost  ranks  he 
cres. 


TEXOB.    dol. 

it 
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Dead      on  the   battlefield  !  The  bravest  of  the  brave, 

BASS.    dol. 


In  the  foremost  ranks  he 
cres. 


,  riAso.      , 
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dim. 
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nobly  fought  And  found  a  soldier's  grave. 

dim.  Tit. 


nobly  fought  And  found  a  soldier's  grave. 
dim.  rit. 


IB 


t^-Iiil- 
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NORTH  AND  SOUTH 

VOCAL   DUET. 
Words  by  Bedlah  Wynne. 


Music  by  G.  F.  Root. 
North. 
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wherefore  wouldst  thou  leave  our   band,  Why    turn     ye  from  our        un    -     ion,  Why 
wel-   come    to  our  band  once  more,       Come,  join     our  blessed  re    -  un    -     ion,    Our 
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t 
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wan- der  from  the  hap  -  py     land         Long  joined  in    close  com  -  mun  -  ion?    My 
tri    -  als  now  are  hap  -  ly     o'er,  We    meet    in    sweet  com  -  mun    -  ion.       O 
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our  banner  once  more 
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2.  Why     should 
6.    I  come 
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I      pause, 
a  -    gain. 


^:^^-=^^ 
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ah !     where 
yet      where 


■Zir 
fore     stay  ? 
fore     now  ? 
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The 
For 
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:^= 


4t± 
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tie      is     bro  -  ken     now, 
oh,  I've  wandered    long, 


^-^i=^-f 
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V7e     will   not  brook  thy  northern    sway, 
My     head  in  shame  1    fain  would  bow. 


Will 
Canst 


^=^=g= 
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not    to    ty-rants     bow.  Nay,  urge 

thou  for-give  the     wrong?       The     dear 
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me  not, for  well  you  know  Our 

old   flag,I   love     it      yet ;  Why 
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pro  -  gress  you've      re  -  tard  -  ed, 
was  I      so  de  -ment-ed? 


=1==:^-. 
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We     start  a-new,we  from  you      go.   Our 
I     come    again,  thou  wilt  for  -  get,     For 
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rights  you've  dis-re  -  gard  -  ed. 
see,    I  have    re  -  pent  -  ed. 
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;^.   My  dark-ej'cd  sis  -  ter,  say  not  so;  This 

7.   We  mourned  thy  loss  we  will  Ibr-get.  Our 
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err  -  iiig  stop  will   lead    to    woe. 
ban  -  uer  shall  pro  -  tect  thee  yet. 


4.  'Twill     U-rtd 
^!.      'Tis       wav 


to     peace,    'Twill 
ing     still,        Each 


■Izki 


-s*-- 


fe 


"ST 


hzi^ 


^ 


^*S^ 


r<j2- 


— (g- 

■25^ 


-<S^ 


::i--=l-- 
•-^# 


give 
star 


new      life, 
ry        fold, 


The'  bought  by        sor  -  row,      war,    and     strife. 
By      far     more    pre  -  cious     than      of       old. 


-tS>-  —  — /^ 

-^Zr  -^r  -75-. 

Observe  tliat  the  interlude  is  played  between  tlie  fourth  and  fifth  verses.     It  might  be  well  for  the  sing- 
ers to  be  seated  during  its  performance. 
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Battle  impending. 
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OUR  OWN  DEAR  LAND  FOREVER. 


Written  by  Thomas  MacKellak  Esq. 

Andautirio  solo. 


Music  by  J.  C.  Beckel. 
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2  Shall  Liberty  our  land  forswear, 
And  seek  a  place  of  hiding  ; 
AVhile  we  the  yoke  of  tyrants  wear, 
And  (luail  lu'iiuath  their  cliiding? 

Never,  never,  etc. 
8  Shall  fiod  on  us  a  land  bestow. 
So  far  lieyond  our  merit  ; 
That  we  lack  manliness  to  sliow, 
AVe're  worthy  to  inherit? 

Never,  never,  etc. 


4  Is  life  so  sweet  that  we  ean  live. 

Content  in  degradation  ? 
Is  blood  so  dear  we  cannot  give 
Our  all  to  save  the  nation? 

Never,  never,  etc. 

5  Then,  freemen,  rise  in  freemen's  might. 

With  freemen's  strength  and  daring, 
And  liattlc  for  the  true  and  right, 
Tlio  nui'd  111' glory  sharing. 

Never,  never,  etc. 
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I'M  DYING  FAR  FROM  THOSE  I  LOVE. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.  Music  by  J.   R.  Thomas. 
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ral   -  ly    'round     the     flag,     boys.  For      John  -  ny      stole    the      ham,  Let  me 

ral  -  ly    'round     the     flag,     boys.  For      John  -  ny      stole    the      ham.  Let  me 
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kiss     him     for       liis     moth   -  er's    sake,   Hur  -  rah        for    L'n    -     cle     Sam! 
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3  Hark  !  I  hear  an  angel  sinp, 

Ah  !  daddy,  lie's  struck  ili'. 
We're  coming  Father  Abraliam 

Along  with  Annie  Lyle  ; 
The  song  my  mother  used  to  sing, 

Tlie  wearing  of  the  green. 
The  girl  I  left  behind  nic. 

To-day  she's  sweet  fifteen  ; 
We'll  rally  round  the  flag,  boys, 

For  ,Ir)hnny  stole  the  ham. 
Let  nie  kiss  him  for  his  mother's  sake. 

Hurrah  for  Uncle  Sam  ! 

4  The  nice  young  man  and  Fairy  Hell 

Are  swinging  in  the  hmc. 
The  Captain  with  his  whiskers, 

Has  mother  on  the  brain  ; 
Oh  I  yes,  I  hear  an  angel  sing. 

Ah  !  daddy,  he's  struck  ile. 
We're  coming  Father  Abraham 

Along  with  Annie  Lyle  : 
So  rally  round  the  flag,  boys. 

For  Johnny  stole  the  luim  ; 
Yankee  Doodle!  Hail  Columbia! 

Hurrah  for  Uncle  Sam  ! 
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BENNY   HAVENS,  OH! 

AS  SUNG   AT    WEST   POINT. 
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1 .  Come  tune  your  voices, comrades, and  stand  up  in  a       row, For  to  singing  sen  -  ti  - 

2.  Let  us  toast  our  foster  father,    (  the  Republic  as  you  know  )  Who  in     the  paths  of 

3.  Tothe  ladies  of  the  Empire  State, whose  liearts,and  Album  too, Bear  sad  examples 
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men-tal  -  ly,  we  are  a-bout  to  go.  In  the  Army  there's  so  -  bri  -  e  -  ty,  pro- 
science  taught  us  upwards  for  to  go;  And  then  the  maidens  of  our  laud,  whose 
of  the  wrongs  that  stripling  soldiers  do,      We        bid    a  sad     a  -  dieu, our  hearts  with. 
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motion  ver-y       slow,So  we'llsigh  ourremi-nis-cenc -es  of    Benny  Havens,  Oh! 
cheeks  with  roses  glow,  Whose  smilesand  tears  were  sung' mid  cheers  at  Benny  Havens, Oh  ! 
sorrow   o-ver  -  flow,  Our  loves  and  rhymings  had  their  scource  at  Benny  Havens,  Oh  ! 
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HONOR  TO  SHERIDAN. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 
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2.  Oh,    the       grate   -     ful  land         hath  a 
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hon  -  ored  brave, As    they  stream'd  o'er    his  fields  of      glo  -  ry. 
warm  right  hand.  In     the        wel  -  come  her  own  hath  won     her  ; 
bat  -  tie     ride,  Let     us       speak     of      his  civ  -  ic      glo  -   ry ; 
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tow-ers  reel  with  the  wel-come  peal  That  shall  give  to  the  winds  his  sto  -  ry. 
tried  true  true — for  the"  Boy  in  Blue"  That  our  souls  all  de-light  to  hon  -  or. 
joy- bells  ring,  and  the  baii-ners  fling  To  the  winds,  with  the  he -ro's       sto     -    ry. 
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coal  black  steed  !  Hail    to    the  man  in    the    na  -  tion's  van  !   Hon -or    for-ev-er      to 
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Sher  -  i  -  dan,    to     Sher-i-dan,     Hon   -    or    for  -  ev    -  er      to     Sher     -    i  -  dan. 
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Sher- i- dan    to     Sher-i-dan,    Hon  -  or   for  -  ev   -  er      to     Sher    -    i  -  dan. 
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THE  OLD  SERGEANT. 


By  "Will.  S.  Hays. 
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1.  Grim  visaged   war  stalk'd  thro'  val  -  ley     and 

2.  "Up-wurd  and    on-ward,"  the       of  -  fi   -  cers 
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moun-tain,        Foe     face  to     foe    met   in      bat  -  tie      ar  -  ray,         Hush'd  for    a 
shout-  ed,  Fol-low'd  by    men  who  were  will-  ing   and  brave,         Press-ing  the 
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time  was  the  song  of  the  fountain, Clouds  were  re-veal-ing  the  bright  face  of    day. 
foe  who  were  ut  -  ter-ly  rout-ed,    Knowing  our  flag  must  in   triumph  yet    wave. 
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On  moved  the      ar  -  my 'mid  mus  -  ket-iy's  rat -tie, 
"On,  comrades,    on,  nev-er  shrink  from  your  du -ty. 
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How  the  earth  trembled  as 
Ral  -  ly     a  -  gain  'round  the 
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nev  -  er  be  -  fore,    The     voic-es    of    wounded,  that  fell     in     the  bat-  tie.   Died 
old     tat-ter'd   flag,  '"See  !"cried  the  ser-geant, "it  waves  in    its  beau-ty.        Charge 
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the      echoes,      of      can-  non's  loud  roar, 
a  -  gain, on     that    trai  -  tor  -  ous  scrag." 
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♦'I'll  take  the  flag,  come,  my  braves,  now  surround  it !" 

Loud,  deep,  and  long  did  the  mad  cannons  roar, 
The  sergeant  took  lead,  and  they  rallied  around  it, 

Whilst  showers  of  bullets  around  them  did  pour. 
On,  on  moved  the  braves,  the  old  sergeant  still  bearing 

Tlie  flag  of  his  country  .so  tatter'd  and  worn  ; 
But  he  stagger'd  and  fell,  for  a  ball  came  unsparing. 

Still  he  held  up  the  flag  which  was  gallantly  borne. 

The  old  sergeant  rais'd  from  the  .spot  ho  was  lyiiif;. 

And  shouted,  "My  brave  boys,  go  on  in  the  flglit. 
And  never  mind  me,  —  take  the  flag — I  am  dying," 

Then  lay  down  to  rest  'neath  the  cover  of  night. 
The  battle  is  over  and  thousands  are  weeping 

For  tliose  who  were  killed  —  oh,  illustrious  brave-s  ! 
Who  now  in  their  cold  rocky  graves,  calm  are  sleeping 

Whose  names  are  as  monuments  over  their  graves. 
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throne   must  as-sem-ble,  The      gal  -  lant    old   sev-geant   will     sure-ly      be  there. 
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JEFF  DAVIS'  DREAM. 


Andante  con  moto. 


^^^ 


Bernard  Covert. 


1.  Jeff     Da  -  vis       a  -  woke  '      one  morn'  from     a  ciream, 

2.  Jeff     Da  -  vis      he  stared         he     trem  -  bled  and  shook  ;  He  was 

3.  Dear  Yan  -  cey,  Cobb,  Ben-ja-  min,  Thompson  and  Floyd  ;     Your 

4.  Old    Eng  -  land    and  France,   their  gold  did     ad  -vance.    For  to  - 
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a       hor-  ri-ble  dream;    He   jnmp'd  out  of    bed      with  a 
and  by  friends  all  for-sook  ;  For  a     ver  -  y     long  passage  he 
as    the  gold  un  -  al-loyed  ;  But  I    ver   -   i   -  ly     fear    we  shall 
they   want-ed     a  chance,    To   break  the  block-ade     they 
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ter    -  n    -  hie  scream,       A.       ler    -  ri    -  l)le  scream  gave 

knew    he     was  booked,    lie     knew  he     was  booked  did 

all      be      de-stroyed.  And  I'm  great-ly     an-noyed,  said 

pro-mised   their  aid,       They  were  not       a  -  t'raid,  not 
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dreamed  that   a  mud  -  sill  stood  close  liy     his    bed.      In    the   garb  ot       a    Zou  -  ave    in 
stood   all     a-ghast,  as    he  viewed  a  strange  scrawl,  It  was     the  handwriting  he  had 

vil  -  lain-ous  do  -  ings  I     know  you  wont  peach  ;  For        thir  -  ty  long  years         se  - 
Yan-kees  by    mag-ic    they    sent  down  a    fleet.     And      closed  all  our   riv-  ers  and 
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flan  -  nel  red  ;  With  a  noose  made  of  hemp  slipping  o- ver  his  head,  Say-ing 
seen  on  the  wall;  Pre  -  diet  -  iug  at  once  se  -  ces-sion's  downfall.  What  a 
cession  we've  preach'd.  And  we  nev-er  stole  any  -  thing  out  of  our  reacii,  (^)iiite 
harbors    complete.    And     caused  us   too    often     to  beat  a       re-  treat.      And 
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come      a  -  long     traitor  witli  me.   . 

migh-ty      great     fall,  said  he.   .   , 

out      of      our       reach,  said  he.   .   , 

suf  -  fer      de    -    feat,  said  he.   . 


§^_: 


4=i^m 


:±=:| 


1=^^^ 


:t^^=i 


^^: 


^^ 


m^ 


^4 


5  Our  northern  secessioners  made  us  believe 
They'd  be  witli  us,  tight  with  us,  never  deceive. 
But  their  cowardly  hearts  have  caused  us  to  grieve, 

Have  caused  us  to  grieve,  said  he. 
Both  England  and  France  they  now  look  askimce 
To  aid  us  they've  not  even  broken  a  lance. 
Those  big  bullies  have  left  us  on  notiiing  to  dance. 

On  nothing  to  dance,  said  he. 


6   Ye  folds  of  ambition  take  heed  of  my  fate  ; 
Once  proiul  my  position  of  power  and  estate  ; 
Had  I  remained  loyal,  I  might  still  have  been  great, 

I  deserve  the  world's  hate,  said  he. 
My  countrymen  all,  take  warning  by  me; 
Stand  by  the  old  flag  and  true  liberty. 
Prosperous,  glorious,  and  honored,  you'll  be, 
In  spite  of  the  world,  said  he. 
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should  you    ask     nie     who    she    am,    Co-  lum-bia      is       her    Uiuiie  ,         sir,     Slie 
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ill!       a   -  bout     a       vol  -  un  -  teer,  AVIio's  ^i-oin'    to     fight    for       glo     -     ry ;    Now 
is       the     ohikl  of        A  -  brsi  -  ham,  Or     Un    -    cle    Sum,   the      same,       sir.    Now 
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don't  you  think  that      I       am   right,  For      I       am     noth  -  in'        short  -  er,      And 
if       I      fight,  why  aint     I     right,  And  don't  you  think     I         ought  -  er?       The 
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vol-un-teers  are    a     pour-ing     in,    From  ev  -    'ry     loy    -  al         quar     -  ter.  And 
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go  -  in'  down  to     Wash-ing  -  ton       To    fight  for    A  -  bra-  ham's  daugh  -  ter. 
I'm  goin' "loni;  to    Wash-ing  -  ton       To    fight  for     A  -  bra- ham's  daugh  -  ter. 
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3  They  say  we  have  no  officers, 

But  ah  !  they  are  mistaken  ; 
And  soon  you'll  see  the  rebels  run 

With  all  the  fuss  they're  makin' 
For  there  is  one  who  just  sprung  up, 

He'll  show  the  foe  no  quarter. 
(  McClellan  is  the  man  1  mean  ) 

You  know  he  hadn't  oufrht  ter, 
For  he's  gone  down  to  Wasliington, 

To  fight  for  Abraham's  daughter. 


4  We'll  have  a  spree  with  Johnny  Bull, 

Perliaps  some  day  or  other, 
And  won't  he  liave  his  fingers  full. 

If  not  a  deal  of  bother  ; 
For  Yankee  boys  are  just  the  lads 

Upon  the  land  or  water. 
And  won't  we  have  a  "bully"  fight. 

And  don't  you  think  we  ought  ter? 
If  he  is  caught  at  any  time 

Insulting  Abraham's  daughter. 


5  But  let  us  lay  all  jokes  aside. 

It  is  a  sorry  question. 
The  man  who  would  these  States  divide, 

Should  hang  for  his  suggestion. 
One  country  and  one  flag,  I  say. 

Whoe'er  the  war  may  slaughter  ; 
So  I'm  goin'  as  a  Fire  Zou-a, 

And  don't  you  think  I  ought  ter? 
I'm  going  down  to  Washington, 

To  fight  for  Abraham's  daughter. 
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R.  Stewart  Taylor. 


£|J: 


§iS 


1=1^ 


:t=t: 


:i|=p=N=N: 


i 


«*^ 


1.  We   are 

2.  There's  a 

3.  As     a 

4.  Bnt  if 
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sit-ting  by  the  eot-tage    door,  brother  !  In  the  hush  of  the   twi-light's  spell ;  We  are 

fuiiitly  growing  fringe  of  light, brother  !  Where  the  sun  late-ly  sank  from    view  ;  And  the 

watcher  counts  the  moments'  flight, brotlier  !  Till   a     long  wea-  ry  night  shall  cease  ;  So  thro' 

ere  thatglorious  morn  shall  come, brother  !  When  with  vict'ry  the  strife  shall  close,  And  the 
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gath-er'd  as    in    days  of    yore,  brother  !  With  a  song  bidding  day  fare-well :    But  there's  a 

gen-tlc  sheplicrdess    of    iiiglif,  brother  !  Leads  her  flock  thro'  the  fields  ofblue.  But  e-ven 

all  this  fearful  war's  deep  niglit, brother  !  We  have  watch'd  for  a  morn  of  peace. And  with  our 

he-roes  of  the  war  come  home, brother  !  Wearing  laurels  upon  their  brows.    Oh, then  to 


va-cant  place  in  our  cir  -  cle  so  dear.  And  our  song  has  lost  its  wonted  glee  ;  And  there's  an 

this  dear  scene  fails  to  charm  us  now.  And  our  music  lacks  its  wonted  glee  ;  And  there's  an 

pray'r  that  heav'n  may  maintain  our  cause.  And  give  Truth  and  Rightthe  victory, Wecan  but 

see  thee  stand  in  that  hon-  or'd  band,  Were  a  joy  too  deep  for  music's  glee,  And  with  this 
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Chorcs. 
AI«. 


ach-ing  void  in  ev-'ry  heart,  brother  !  As  we  murmur  a  pray'r  for  thee.  les,  there's  a 

ALTO. 


u=^. 


ach-ing  void  in  ev-'ry  heart,  brother  !  As  we  murmur  a  pray'r  for  thee.  Yes,  e  -  ven 

TEtrOR. 


breathe  a  wish  for  thy  re-turn,  brother  !  As  we  miu'mur  a  pray'r  for  thee.     Yes,  i\ilh  our 

KASS. 


hope  our  fainting  hearts  we'll  stay,  brother  !  As  we  murmur  a  pray'r  for  thee.    Yes,  then  to 
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va  -  cant  place  in  our   cir-cle  so  dear,  And  our  song  has  lost  its  wonted  glee  ;  And  there's  an 
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this  dear  scene  fails  to  charm  us  now,  And  our  mu-sic  lacks  its  wonted  glee  ;  And  there's  an 
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pray'r  that  Heav'n  may  maintain  our  cause,  And  give  Truth  and  Right  the  victory,    We  can  but 
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see  thee  stand  in  that  hon-or'd  band,AV'ere  a  joy   too  deep  for  music's  glee  ;  And  with  this 
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ach-ing    void  in    ev  -  'ry    heart,    brother  !    As  we     mur-mur  a  pray'r   for     thee. 
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ach-ing    void  m    ev  -  'ry    heart,    brother !    As  we     mur-mur  a  pray'r   for     tnee. 


;b 
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breathe  a  wish  for  thy    re  -  turn,     brother  !    As  we    mur-mur  a  pray'r  for    thee. 
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hope  our  faint-ing  hearts  we'll  stay,   brother  !   As  we    mur-mur  a  pray'r  for    thee. 
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WEEP  O'ER  THE  HEROES  AS  THEY  FALL. 

IMu^ic  l>v  J.  W.  Turner. 
Poetry  by  C.  W.  Butlek. 

Con  dolor e. 


1     W..P    oVr    the    he   -   roe.       ..       they      Ml  I"      »»    '    «}«     '"         "'f 

3.  Weep    o'er    the     he    -  roes       a3       they      tail, 

4.  Weep    o'er    the     he    -  roes       as       they       fall, 


For     God       hath  called      them 
O'er       ev    -  'ry       sol     -     dier's 


right ; 
prime ; 
home ; 
tomb ; 


And  vow 

Who  give 

From  bat 

And  bv 


to     heaven  our  lives,    our       all,  Shall 

their      iia    -  tion's  ear   -   nest       call  A 

tie  -  fields,  from  foe  -  man's  thrall,  His 

their  dark        fu    -  no    -    real        pall,  Hid 
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WEEP  O'ER  THE  HEROES  AS  THEY   FALL. 


our  conn 

and  ilfiith 

peace  -  fill  an 

pa  -  triot  life 


try     might ! 

sub  -  lime  ! 

gels     come ! 

buds     bloom, 


"We  will  not      let        our 

AVe  call  tliem  dead,  but 

Thev  come  and     go,     where 

AVrite  there  a  -  new     man's 


ban-ner  fair                Be  trailed  by  foes         in  dust, 

vet  their  hearts  Throb  on  in  mem-  cry's  shrine, 

riv  -ers  wide  Their  tides  of  calm     out     -  pour, 

love    to  man,  Smite  there  op  -    pres  -  sion's  rod, 
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it  shall  be     our 

them       the  pa  -triot's 
incin    -  'ry  wan  -ders 
bid         the  trai  -  tor's 


:=!= 


dear  -  est  pare, 
no  -  blest  part, 
by  tlioir  side, 
eye     to       fear, 


The  ua 

In  free 

To    joy 

The    na 


lion's  hope, 
•  doui's  cause 

for  ev  - 
-  tion   trust 


•     -iS>- 

ind  trust  ! 
di  -  vine, 
er  -  more, 
in     God ! 
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Chorus. 
SOPUAJfO. 
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Weep  o'er  the     he  -  roes    as       they   fall      In     con  -  flict    for      the     right ;         And 

ALTO. 
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Weep  o'er  the    he  -  roes      as    they     fall      In     con  -  flict  for     the     right ;       And 

TJEXOJt. 
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Weep  o'er  the  he  -  roes      as     they     fall    In     eon  -  flict  for      the      right ;       And 
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vow       to  heaven  our    lives,  our    all,        Shall     give      our  coun  -  try    might ! 
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vow       to  hoiiveii    our     lives,  our     all.      Shall       give       our  coun  -  try   might! 
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vow        to  heaven    our     lives,  our     all.       Shall     give       our  coun  -  try   might ! 
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THEY  HAVE  BROKEN  UP  THEIR  CAMPS. 

Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


Words  by  Maj.  John  B.  Jewell. 
Introduction. 


Allegretto. 
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1.  They  have    bro  -  ken      up    their  camps, They  are  laugh-ing  o'er  their  tramps, They  are 

2.  We    are      ea  -  ger   with    our  thanks,  We    are  press-iiig    on  their  ranks,  AVe     are 

3.  Oh,    the     long   de  -  lay     has   passed, They  have  brought  us  peace  at  last;    And  how 
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glad-ly  greeting  friends  who  flock  around  them  ;  They  have  left  tlie  sean-ty  fare.  Thev  have 
grasping  handsthat  hekl  the  States  unbro-ken  ;  Yet  we  sad-ly  tiiiiik  of  tliosc  Who  h:ive 
proudly  thro'  our  veins  the  blood  is  bounding,  As  we  bless  our  honor'd  dead,  While  the 
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left  the   taint -ed    air,  For  they've  dashed  to  earth  the  pris-on  wall  that  bound  them, 
fall  -  en  'mid  their  foes.    And  the   wel-comethat  we   give      is   sad-ly     spo-ken. 
stead  -y    mar  -  tial  tread     Of      re  -  turn  -  ing  le  -  gions  in    our  ears   is    sound-ing. 
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Chorls 
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They  are   com  -  ing  from  tiie  wars  AYith  their  wounds  and  with  their  scars  ;  But  they're 

.ALTO. 
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They  are   com  -  ing  from  the  wars  With  their  wounds  and  with  their  scars  ;  But  they're 

BASS. 
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bringing  hack  tl>e  dear  old  flag  in     glo    -    ry  -  They  have  battledlong  and  well ;  And  let 
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bringing  back  the  dear  old  flag  in     glo   -   ry  -  They  have  battled  long  and  well  ;And  let 
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af-  ter     a  -  ges  tell  How  they  won  the  proudest  name  in  song   or    sto    -    ry , 
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af-  ter     a  -  ges  tell  How  they  won  the  proudest  name  in  song   or    sto    -    ry. 
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SLEEPING  IN  THE  BATTLE  FIELD. 


"Words  by  V. 

iloderaio. 


Music  bv  Karl  Reden. 
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At      last    the      war      is 


ver  ;    At     last  comes  gold  -  en   peace  ; 


At 
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last  the   cru  -  el  strife  and  blood-shed  cease  ; 


But  Where's  dar-ling  Wil-lie  ?  Who 
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WHS   our  pride  and  joy, 


Oh,    Where's  our  no  -  ble   sol  -  dier     boy? 
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Sleep-ing     in    the    bat-tie  field,      Lies  our  sol-dier  boy  ;  Far  from  home  and  lov'd  ones, 
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Rests    our     sol  -  dier  boy. 


Sweet 


est      of       ros  -  es 


be 


'^^. 


r— 


=^=E^=H= 


-* — » 


:iz=2: 


=^=1= 


-4- 


-^- 


mf 


iii 


:4= 


=F- 


ife— t^ — ^- 


:4= 

deck     his  lone  -  ly  grave,  But     sweet-er  blooms  his  mem  -  'rj-       brave  ! 


V-^^^ — ^^ — « — «— « — m ^ 

*-*-** — 


=t 


i=i 


IH 


I^Ij^B 


g=(^H 


2  Oh,  would  that  I  could  call  back 
Our  boy,  in  his  glad  prime  ! 
Oh,  would  1  could  live  o'er  the  olden  time  ! 
Oh,  cease,  heart,  this  longing. 
Our  hope  cannot  fail, 
Thou'lt  see  our  boy  "beyond  the  veil !" 

Chorus. 


3  The  war  has  filled  our  fair  land 
AVith  graves  of  heroes  slain  ; 
Each  battle  field  is  valor's  sacred  fame  ! 
Oh,  weep  not  for  lost  ones  ! 
Tlieirs  is  a  pure  renown  ; 
Theirs  is  the  victor's  golden  crown  ! 

Chorus. 


SLEEPING   IN   THE   BATTLE   FIELD. 
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Chorus  {adiili). 
AIS. 
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Sleeping  in  the  battle  field  Lies  our  soldier  boy;  Far  from  home  and  lov'd  onesRests  our  soldier  boy: 
;;  Al^TO. 
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Sleeping  in  the  battle  field  Lies  our  soldier  boy;  Far  from  home  and  lov'd  ones  Rests  our  soldier  boy: 
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Sweetest   of   ros-es        be- deck  his  lone-ly  grave.  But      sweeter  blooms  his  mem'ry  brave  ! 
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Swcct-est     of  ros-es        he    (k-c'k  his  loiic-ly  univc.But       sweeter  hloonis  his  meni'ry   brave  I 
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GOOD-BYE,  JEFF. 
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2.  Glo  -  ry    to  Grant !     Glo  -ry      to  Grant !  Hark  !  to  the  shout  of  our      na 
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X- 


t^=:^ 


t==^: 
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3.  Fling  out  the  Flag!    Flash  out  the  Flag!      Up  from  each  tur  -  ret  and     stee 
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RICHMOND  IS  OURS  I 
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i — Niz^:iN ^-Ni- 


Up,  thro'  the  lips  that  no    longer  repress  it, 


Up,f  rem  the  heart  of  the     people  !  God  bless  it  1 


^— I— ^T--N-IH — I N^-J-^ *? ' PVH 1 — ^-H-  — zr^ 1 ^-l-*r 


Up,  from  the  I-rish  heart, up  from  the  German, 


Glo- ry     to  Sher-i-dan!  Glo-ry  to  Sherman  ! 


-1f-#- 


-0—0-0^0-0 


9-^0-0-0-0- 
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Up,  from  the  cottage.and  o  -  ver  the  mansion,      Fling  out  the  sym-bol  of    Freedom's  ex-pansion  ! 
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:i^^E^^^ 
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1^ 
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M-=:1: 


.SN 


:«^ri. 
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fe#J^ 


-^H*^— ^ 


-J — ^ 


♦  ^ 


J  J  Chorus^  second  Ujne. 


Swelling  with  loyal  e  -  mo-tion. 


Leapeth  our  joy , like  an     ocean  ! 


Richmond  is  ours ! 


Up.frora  all  people's  u  -  nit-ing, 


Freedom's  high  loy-al-ty  plighting. 


Glory  to    all ! 


-^-0-0-^-0- 
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?Efe=i^?^t^-"?E-+|-:f^5El2 


fcyz^^-^zzz-^- 


^-P- 
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Vic-to-ry  ct-owneth  en-deavor  ! 


Lib-er-ty  seals  us  for  -  ever  ! 


Fling  out  the  flag! 
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RICHMOND    IS   Of.IRS. 


Repeal  in  full  Chorui 


V 


Richmond  is  ours!       Babylon  falls.aiid  lier  temples  and  tow'rs  Crumble  to  ashes  be-fore  us! 


J*^^: 


0^  -H-^-H-^q^ 


'>- 


Glory  to   all!      Heroes  who  combat.and  martyrs  who  fall !  Lift  we  our  joyous  o     va-tion! 
cres. 


11  cres. 


Flash  out  the  flag!  Up  from  each  valley  ,and  out  from  each  crag.Borne  on  the  breath  of  the  people! 
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4  Richmond  is  ours  !  Richmond  is  ours  ! 

Hark  !  how  the  welkin  is  riven  ! 
Hark  !  to  the  joy  that  our  Nation  convulses, 
Timing  all  hearts  to  the  cannon's  loud  pulses ; 

Voices  of  heroes  ascending, 

Voices  of  martyred  ones  blending  ; 
Richmond  is  ours  !   Richmond  is  ours  !  " 
Mingling  like  watch  words  on  Liberty's  towers, 

Freedom  i-ejoiceth  in  Heaven  ! 
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RICHMOND  FALLS. 


THE   WAR   IS  O'ERI 


Maestoso. 


1.  Rich-mond falls !     the     war      is   o'er!  Wel-come  home !  to    part     no    moie! 

2.  Grant  and  Sher  -  man, Meade  and  Hays,      Whom  we   grant  the  meed  of    praise, 

3.  He  -  roes   from     his  -  tor  -  ic    lands  !      Lined  your  path  with   proffered  hands ! 


t^3=l 
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:^=j=j=^ 


:^ 
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Ye  who  fought  with  dauntless  soul. 
And  the  brave  of  Shen-an  -  dnnh 
And  fond  eyes,  like    clus-tered  stars. 


^- 


Ye  ,  who  march'd  to  glo  -  ry's  goal  ! 
AVel-conie  home  I  the  war  is  o'er  I 
Beam-ing    on     tlie     sons      of    Mars ! 
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RICHMOND    FALLS,   THE   WAR   IS  O'ER  1 
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Lee  siir-ren-ders  !  wel  -  come  back  !  He  -  ros  of  the  Po  -  to-mac ! 
On-ward  Iwitli  the  can  -  iions  wlieel,  Stream- ing flag  and  flash-ing  steel, 
Or-pheus'  sons  and       daughters  stand  Wait  -  ing,  lyre  and      lute      in  hand, 


M:^:*-:jz4:^-*:4 
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He  -  ros     of     the        go  -  ry  James ! 
Thund'ring  drum  and     trill  -  ing   fife  ! 
Proud  to    join,  in         mar-tial  song. 


Sheri    -    dan,  and      Ord  and  Ames ! 
Ye  who     saved  the       ;ia-tion's  life  ! 
With  the  brave  re  -    turn-ing  throng  ! 


Chorcs. 
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Lo  !     the  bat  -  tie        horse  re  -  turns  !     Who     the  bat  -  tie's      dan  -  ger  spurns  ! 

a        ALTO. 


Lo  !     the  bat  -  tie        horse  re  -  turns  !     Who     the  bat  -  tie's      dan  -  ger  spurns  ! 
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Shares  his     ri  -  der's  soul  sublime, 


To    war's  mu-sic    mark-iug    time. 
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Shares  his    ri    -  der's  soul  sublime,  To    war's  mu-sic    mark-ing    time. 
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4   For  your   escort,  minstrel    rirls, 

C'rown'd  witli  flowers  nnd  graced  with  curls'; 
Beating  time  with  hand  iind  liead. 
Pulsing  lieart  and  measured  tread. 
Strewed  with  flowers  your  line  ol  march, 
Spanned  by  tlie  triumphal  arch, 
Jewelled  liands  outreacliiiig  now, 
Garlands  for  each  hero's  brow  ! 

(IIOHUS. 


5  Each  shall  find  as  north  he  roams, 
Open  arms  and  open  homes  I 
And  wherever  sunlight  darts. 
Welcome  smiles  and  grateful  hearts. 
Hosts  have  fallen  in  their  bloom, 
Sleeping  now  in  trench  and  t(jmb, 
With  their  names  and  deeds  enshrined 
In  each   union   |)atriot's  mind  I 

CllOKUS 
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WE'LL  ALL  GO  HOME  AGAIN. 


Words  by  Thomas  H.  Rogers. 

Maestoso. 


Music  by  A.  B.  Whitlock. 
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BY   PERMISSION  OF  S    T     GORDON  *   SOK. 


WE'LL  ALL  GO  HOME  AGAIN. 
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high ! 

love. 
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He  who  bears  ii  freeman's  soul, 

Others    haste —    oh,  vis-ion    sweet! 
Lift  the  shout,      boys,till  it     thrills 


Ne'er  from  reb  -  el  steel  will 
To  our  Fa  -  ther's  lionie  a  - 
All  their  faith  -  less  hearts  with 
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fly!  Priiudlv  hail  the  ris-ing  sun, 
bove  ;  Then  he  trus  -  ty,bo3's,an<l  true, 
fear  !  Raise  our  ban  -  ners,  let  them   fly 
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Tho'  he  leave  us  with  the 
Free  the  bond  -  man  from  his 
In      tlie  breeze  that  sweeps  the 
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slain,  When  tlie    blood    -    y    war    is     done,  l?ovs,  we'll  all       go  home  a  -  gain, 
chain,  And 'twill  be  a  wreath  for  yon     AVhen    we    all       go  home  a  -  gain, 

plain!  We  may  live,  or    we  may  die,     lint     we'll  all       go  home  a  -  gain . 
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WE'LL   ALL   GO  HOME  AGAIN. 


Ciioiais 
A  lit.   Con  sf)irito. 
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Proud  -  ly     hail        tlie      ris  -  ing      sun, 
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t  Raise     our     ban  -  ners !  let   them      fly 
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Tho'    he    leave 


us      with     the 
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In      the  breeze      that  sweeps   the 


0- 

. 10- 


tempo. 


=1^ 


-^- 


— N- 


-^— ir- 


lain  ;        When     tlie     blood 
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done. 
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or         we       mav         die, 
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»  Chonis  for  1st  and  2nd  verses,    t  Chorus  for  3rd  verse. 
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all  go  home    a  -  gaiu. 
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all  go  home    a  -  gain. 
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Allegretto. 


THE  BOYS  ARE  COMING  HOME. 

JIusic  by  R.  E.  Henninges. 
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1.  Thank 

2.  Soon 
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God,the  sky  is  clearing  !  The  clouds  are  hurrying  past ;  Thank  God  the  day  is  nearing,  The 
shall  the  voice  ofsiugingDrown  war's  tremendous  din  ;  Soon  shall  thejoy-bells  ringing  Bring 
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dawn  hascomeat  last.     And  when  glad  her-ahl  voi -ces, Shall  telluspeacehascome, This 
peace  and  freedom  in.      The   ju-bileebon-firesburning,Shall  soon  light  up  the  dome,  And 
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To  be  omitted  if  Cliorus  is  sung. 
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thou<rht  shall  most  rejoice  tis  ;"Our  boys  are  coming  home  !"  Our  boys  are  coming  home  !  Our 
soon  to  soothe  oiiryeiirning,"Onr  boys  are  coming  home  !" 
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boys  are  coming  home  !  This  thought  shall  most  rejoice  us — Our  boys  are  coming  home  1 
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Our    boys    are  com  -  iii^'    Iiouk'  ! 


( )iir   liDvs    are   com  -  ms  home  ! 
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Our    lidv.s  are   com  -  ing    home  ! 
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THE  BOYS  ARE  MARCHING  HOME. 
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thought  shall  most  re  -  joice         us  —         Our  boys      are  com  -  ing     home  ! 
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thought  shall  most   re  -  joice         us  —         Our  boys      are  com  -  ing     home  ! 
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3  The  vacant  fireside  places 

Have  waited  for  them  long ; 
The  love-light  lacks  their  faces, 

The  chorus  waits  their  song  ; 
A  shadowy  fear  has  haunted 

The  long  deserted  room  ; 
But  now  our  prayers  are  granted, 

Our  boys  are  coming  home. 


5  And  yet  —  oh,  keenest  sorrow! 

They're  coming,  but  not  all ; 
Full  many  a  dark  to-morrow 

Shall  wear  its  sable  pall. 
For  thousands  who  are  sleeping 

Beneath  the  empurpled  loam  ; 
Woe  !  woe  !  for  those  we're  weeping, 

Who  never  will  come  home! 


4  O  mother,  calmly  waiting 

For  that  beloved  son  ! 
O  sister,  proudly  dating 

The  victories  he  has  won  ! 
0  maiden,  softly  humming 

The  love  song  while  you  roam  — 
Joy,  joy,  the  boys  are  coming  — 

Our  boys  are  coming  home  ! 


6  O  sad  heart,  hush  the  grieving 

Wait  but  a  little  while  ! 
With  hoping  and  believing 

Thy  woe  and  fear  beguile. 
AVait  for  the  joyous  meeting 

Beyond  the  starry  dome. 
For  there  our  boys  are  waiting 

To  bid  us  welcome  home. 
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HAIL!  ALL  HAIL  THE  REIGN  OF  PEACE. 


"Written  by  Kov.  Geo.  C.  Street. 


Composed  by  Geo.  C.  Pearson. 
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Boldly  and  with  s/nnl. 
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1 .  Joy  !    joy  I  the  war  is      o 

2.  Joy  !    joy  !  the  war  is      o 

3.  Joy  !   joy  !  the  war  is      o 
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ver,         Peace        now  resumes  Iier  rei^  ; 
ver,  Dear  ones  re-turn    a -gain; 

ver,         Joy  I         joy  !  the  contest's  done  ; 
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HAIL!   ALL  HAIL  THE  REIGN  OF  PEACE. 


Na-ture  makes  liaste  to  cov 
Hus-ban(l,andson.anil  lov     - 
Foe  -  men  embrace  as  brotli 


\-F- Pi-s N P. r 
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Ev  - 'ry  trace  of  buried  .«lain. 
Homeward  from  the  bat-tie  plain. 
North  and  South  henceforth  are  one. 
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with  feeling 


We  will  not  forget  you,  broth-ers  ; 
And  tlio'  for  the  un-re  -  turn  -  ing, 
Praise  to  Him  who  rules  the  na-tions, 


In    vour  lowly  beds  who  lie, 
Some  theirlonely  vigils     keep, 
He  doth  first  our  thanks  demand, 
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But  re-enrd  in  song  for  oth  -  ers, 
Give  the  day  to  fruitless  mourn  -  ing 
Then  we'll  crown  with  glad  ova  -  tions 


How  ye  did  not  fear  to    die. 
Sad-   ly  wake  at  nightto  weep. 
All     tlie  heroes  of  our  land. 


HAIL!   ALL   HAIL  THE   REIGN  OF   PEACE. 
Chori's.     Boldly  and  with  siiirit. 
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1.  Joy!       joy  !  the  war  is       o     -     ver  !        All  the  sounds  of  bat-tie  cease  ; 
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r- \- 


■^^-^ 


2.  Yet!      joy  !  the  war  is 
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o     -     ver  !       All   the  sounds  of  bat-tie  cease  ; 
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3.  Joy!       joy  !  the  war  is      o     -     ver!         All  the  sounds  of  bat-tie  cease  ; 

BASS. 
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we    in  heart-y    cho 
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rus  ;       Hail !  all  hail  the  reign  of  peace  ! 
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Sing 


we   in  heart-y   cho     -    rus ; 


Hail !  all  hail  the  reign  of  peace  ! 
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Sin?        we    in  heart-y    cho 


Hail  !  all  hail  the  reijn  of  peace  ! 
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THE  BOYS  ARE  MARCHING  HOME. 


SONG  AND  CHORUS. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  G.  Huntttng. 


Con  anima. 
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Now  the  war 
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Coming     home      a  -  gain  ; 
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Swell     the  shouts   of     vie   -    to  -  ry,      The   boys     are  march-ing    home ! 
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THE   BOYS  ARE   MARCHING  HOME. 


CllOKUS. 

SOI'BAyo. 
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Hark  !  the  drums  are  beat-ing,      Shout  the  loud  huz  -  za  ! 
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Hear    the  sol-diers 
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Com-ing  from  the     war  ! 


See  the    ban-ners  streaming 
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Com-ing  from  the     war ! 


See  the    ban-ners  streaming, 
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On  the  vic-tors  come,  Swell  the  shout  of  vie  -  to-ry,The  boys  are  murchiiig  home. 
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On  the  vic-tors  come,         Swell  the  shout  of  vie  -  to-ry,The  boys  are  marching  home. 
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2  Far  away  in  Dixie 

They  tiie  foe  have  met, 
Noble  deeds  of  valor, 
We  will  not  forfret  ; 
Strew  the  path  witli  flower.s, 

Hail  the  heroes  on, 
Swell  the  shout  of  welcome, 
The  boys  are  marching  home  ! 
Chorus. 


3  Now  the  the  fight  is  over, 
Peace  will  come  again. 
Union  boys  have  conquered. 

On  the  bloody  plain  ; 

Welcome  to  the  fireside, 

Never  more  to  roam. 

With  victory  and  Union, 

The  boys  are  miirchiMg  home  ! 
Chorus. 
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'TIS  FINISHED!    OR  SING  HALLELUJAH. 


Introduction. 

Moderate. 
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Words  and  Music  by  HiiNUY  C.  WokK- 
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1.  'Tis      fin        ished ! 'tis  end     -    eJ  !  The  dread  and  aw-ful  task    is      done;  The' 

2.  Ye      joy  -     bells !    ye  peace  •    bells  !  Oh,nev  -  er,  nev-er  mu  -  sic      rang  So 

3.  Come,  pa  -    triots  lcome,free   -  men  iComejuin  your  ev-ery  heart  and  voice  ;  "We've 
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wouiiil  -   eil       iuul   blft'd    -     iiij;,      'tis  ours    to  sii)jr  the  vie  -  fry     won,  Our 

swei't     -     Iv,       so     LMiind   -    ly,      since  an  -  gels  in    tlic  ad  -  vent    sang,  Your 

wept        with     the    weep  -     ing—   now  let  us  witli  the  blest     re-  joice,  With 
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ar    -  mies    of     vie  -    tors    who  round  a-bout  the  white  throne  stand —  With 
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§ts^ 


^. 


f 


=i=3=d^ 


i  * 


-&- 


512 


Chori-9. 
AIH. 


'TIS   FINISHED,  or   SING   HALLELUJAH. 
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Then  sing   hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !     sing  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !    Glo  -  ry  be    to  God    on 
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Then  sing   hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !     sing  hal  -   le  -  lu  -  jah  !    Glo  -  ry  be    to  God    on 
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high  !    For  the    old       flag  with  the  white 
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DIXIE 


FOR    THE    UNION. 


Words  hv  Fkaxces  J.  Ckosby. 


Music  bv  Dan.  D.  Emmett. 


I 


Allegro. 
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1.  On !    ye         pa  -  triots     to      the     bat  -  tie,  Hear  Fort  Moultrie's 

2.  .-Vs      our      fath  -  ers  crush'dop  -  pres-sion,  Deal  with  those   who 

3.  Is      Vir    -   gin  -  ia,      too,    se  -  ceed-ing?  Wash-ing  -  ton's    re  - 
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Go    meet  those  Southern    Traitors,      With    i        -        r<m  will. 
Tho'  Beau  -  re  -  gard   and    Wigfall    Their  swords  may  whet, 

Un  -  fold    our  coun-try's    banner.  In    tii      -      umph  there, 
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And  should  your  cour-  age 
.Inst  tell  thcrn  Ma-  jor 
And       k'l      llio    reb  -  els 
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DIXIE. 
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Stars  and  Stripes  for- ev  -  er!      Hur-rah!        Hur-rah!         Our   Un- ion  shall    not    sev-er! 
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4     Volunteers,  be  up  and  doing, 
Still  the  good  old  path  pursuing  ; 
Tlien  away,  then  away,  then  away  to  the  fight! 
Your  sires,  who  fought  before  you  • 

Have  led  the  way. 
Then  follow  in  their  footsteps. 

And  be  as  brave  as  they. 


5     On !  ye  patriots  to  the  battle. 

Hear  Fort  Moultrie's  cannon  rattle  ; 

Then  away,  then  away,  then  away  to  the  6ght  I 

The  star  that  lights  our  Union 

Shall  never  set ! 
Though  fierce  may  be  the  conflict. 

We'll  gain  the  victory  yet. 
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DIXIE. 

THE  STAR  OF  THE  WEST. 


I  wish  I  was  in  do  laii.l  u'  cottmi, 
Old  times  dar  ain't  not  forgoneii — 

Look  away,  look  away,  lads  in  grayl 
In  Dixie  laud  whar  I  was  born  in, 
Early  on  one  frosty  mornin'  — 

Look  away,  look  away,  lads  in  gray  I 

Chorus : — Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie. 


In  Di.xie  land  dat  frosty  mornin', 
Jis  'bout  de  time  de  day  was  dawnin', 

Look  away,  look  away,  lads  in  gray  ! 
De  signal  fire  from  de  East  bin  roarin', 
House  up,  Dixie,  no  more  snorin' — 

Look  away,  look  away,  lads  in  gray! 

Chorus: — Den  1  wish  I  was  in  Dixie. 


3     Dat  rocket  high  a  blazing  in  de  sky, 

'Tis  de  sign  dat  de  snobbies  am  comin'  up  nigh — 

Look  away,  look  away,  lads  in  gray  ! 
Dey  bin  braggin   long,  if  we  dare  to  slioot  a  sliot, 
Dey  comin  up  strong  and  dey'U  send  us  all  to  pot. 
Fire  away,  fire  away,  lads  in^ray 

Chorus  : — Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie. 


DIXIE. 

SOUTHRONS,  HEAR  YOUR  COUNTRY  CALL  YOU. 


Southrons,  hear  your  Country  call  you  1 
Up!  lest  worse  than  death  befall  you  I 

To  arms!     To  arms!     To  arms!  in  Dixie! 
Lo;  all  the  beacon-fires  are  lighted. 
Let  all  hearts  be  now  united ! 

To  arms!     To  arms!     To  arms!  in  Dixie! 
Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie! 
Hurrah  1  Hurrah ! 

For  Dixie's  land  we  take  our  stand. 
And  live  or  die  for  Dixie  I 
To  arms!     To  arms! 

And  conquer  peace  for  Dixie ! 
To  arms!     To  arms! 

And  conquei  peace  for  Dixie ! 

Hear  the  Northern  thunder  mutter! 
Northern  flags  in  South  wind  flutter ; 
To  arras,  etc.. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie!  etc. 

Fear  no  danger  I     Shun  no  labor ! 
Lift  up  rifle,  pike,  and  saber! 

To  arms,  etc. 
Shoulder  pressing  close  to  sliouldei , 
Let  the  odds  make  each  lieart  bolder! 

To  arras,  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie!  etc. 

IIiiw  the  South's  great  heart  rejoices, 
At  your  cannon's  ringing  voices  ; 

To  arms !  etc. 
For  faith  betrayed  and  pledges  broken. 


Wrongs  inflicted,  insults  spoken  ; 
To  arms  I  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie !  etc. 

Strong  as  lions,  swift  as  eagles, 

Back  to  their  kennels  hunt  these  beagles 

To  arms!  etc. 
Cut  the  unequal  words  asunder! 
Let  them  then  each  other  plunder! 

To  arms  I  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie!  etc. 

Swear  upon  your  country's  altar, 
Never  to  submit  or  falter! 

To  arms  I  etc. 
Till  the  spoilers   are  defeated, 
Till  the  Lord's  work  is  completed. 

To  arms  I  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie!  etc. 

Halt  not  till  our  Federation 

Secures  among  Earth's  Powers  its  station  I 

To  arms!  etc. 
Then  at  peace,  and  crowned  with  glorv. 
Hear  your  children  tell  the  story  I 

To  arms !  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Ilixie!  etc. 

If  the  loved  ones  weep  in  sadness. 
Victory  soon  shall  bring  them  gladness  : 

To  arms  I  etc. 
Exultant  ])ride  soon  banish  sorrow; 
Smiles  chase  tears  away  to-morrow. 

To  arms !  etc. 

Advance  the  flag  of  Dixie!  etc. 
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THE    BONNIE    BLUE    FLAG. 


Harry  Macarthy. 


With  Spirit. 
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THE   BONNIE    BLUE    FLAG. 
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SECOND  VERSE. 
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the  Un  -  ion         was  faithful     to    her      trust, 
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■  tempts  our  rights  to     mar.     We  hoist  on  high  the  Bonnie  Blue  Flag  that  bears  a  Sin  -  gle     Star. 


3  First,  gallant  South  Carolina  nobly  made  the  stand ; 
Then  came  Alabama,  who  took  her  by  tho  hand ; 
Next,  quickly  Mississippi,  Georgia  ?nd  Florida, 

All  rais'd  on  high  the  Bonnie  Blue  Flag  that  bears  a  Single  Star. 

4  Ye  men  of  valor,  gather  round  the  Banner  of  the  Right, 
Texas  and  fair  Louisiana,  join  us  in  the  fight; 

Davis,  our  loved  President,  and  Stfphens,  Stateman  rare, 
Now  rally  round  tho  Bonnie  Flue  Flag  that  bears  a  Single  Star. 

5  And  here's  to  brave  Virginia!  the  Old  Dominion  State 
With  the  young  Confederacy  at  length  has  linked  her  fate ; 
Imppll'd  by  her  example,  now  other  State  prepare 

To  hoist  on  high  the  Bonnie  Blue  Flag  that  bears  a  Single  Star. 

6  Then  cheer,  boys,  raise  the  joyous  shout. 

For  Arkansas  and  North  Carolina  now  have  both  gone  out ; 

And  let  another  rousing  cheer  for  Tennessee  be  given, 

The  Single  Star  of  the  Bonnie  Blue  Flag  has  grown  to  be  Eleven. 

7  Then  here's  to  our  Confederacy,  strong  we  arc  and  brave. 
Like  patriots  of  old,  we'll  fight  our  heritage  to  save  ; 
And  rather  than  submit  to  shame,  to  die  we  would  prefer. 
So  cheer  for  the  Bonnie  Blue  Flag  that  bears  a  Single  Star. 


CHOBUS. — Hurrah !  Hurrah  !  for  Southern  Eights,  hurrah  ! 

Hurrah!  for  the  Bonnie  Blue  Flag  has  gain'd  th'  Eleventh  Star! 
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MARYLAND,    MY    MARYLAND. 

SONG.  OR    QUARTETTE. 
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1.  Tlie  traitor's  foot  is        on    thy  soil, 

2.  Dear  Mother,  be  thj  -  self    a-gain, 


]Ma-  rvland,  my      Ma-  ryland!    Let     not  his  touch  thy 
Ma-  ryland,  my      Ma-  ryland  !   The     Un-ion  shall  not 
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Ma  -  ryland,  my      Ma  -  ry-land  !  Wipe  out    the  un    -    pa  -  trio-tic  gore    That 
Ma  -  ryland,  my      .Ma -ry-land!    She  wants  to  meet    you    in    the  tield,    Our 
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MARYLAND,    MY    MARYLAND. 
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Heck'd  the  streets    of    Bal-ti-moi-e,  And 
country's  flag     and  laws  to  shield,  We 


be  the  loy  -   al      State  of  yore, 
nev  -  er  can      to        trea-son  yield, 


Ma  -  ry-land,  my 
Ma  -  ry-land,  tny 
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Ma  -  ry-land  ! 
Ma-    ry-land  ! 
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3  Thou  wilt  not  yield  the  rebel  toll, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Thou  wilt  not  bend  to  his  control, 

Maryland,  my  ISIaryland  ! 

Better  the  fire  upon  thee  roll 

Better  the  blade,  the  shot  the  bowl, 

Than  degradation  of  the  soul, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 


5  I  see  the  blush  upon  thy  cheek, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
But  thou  wert  ever  bravely  meek, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Arise !  and  heed  thy  sister's  cry. 
Let  ev'ry  hand  and  heart  comply. 
And  burst  the  chains  of  Tyranny, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 


4  Hark  to  a  wand' ring  son's  appeal, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
My  Mother  State,  to  thee  I  kneel, 

Maryland  my  Maryland ! 
Fur  Liberty,  and  Truth  and  Right, 
Let  all  your  loyal  sons  unite, 
Drive  all  invaders  from  thy  sight, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 


I  hear  the  distant  cannon's  roar, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
The  fife  and  drum  of  Baltimore, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Huzza !  she  cornea  to  help  restore 
The  Union  as  it  was  before. 
And  honored  be  thou  evermore, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 


521 


MARYLAND,    MY    MARYLAND. 


By  James  R.   Ranpai 


SOUTHERN   WORDS. 


The  despot's  heel  is  on  thv  shore, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland  1 

His  torch  is  at  thy  temple  door, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland! 

Avenge  the  patriotic  gore 

That  flecked  the  streets  of  Baltimore, 

And  be  the  battle  queen  of  yore, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland  1 


2  Hark  to  an  exiled  son's  appeal, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
My  mother  State,  to  thee  I  kneel, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
For  life  or  death,  for  woe  or  weal. 
Thy  peerless  chivalry  reveal, 
And  gird  thy  beauteous  limbs  with  steel, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 


6  Come !  for  thy  shield  is  brighter  and  strong, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Come !  for  thy  dalliance  does  thee  wrong, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Come  to  thine  own  heroic  throng, 
Stalking  with    iberty  along, 
And  chant  thy  dauntless  slogan-song, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland  1 


3  Thou  wilt  not  cower  in  the  dust, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland  I 

Thy  beaming  sword  shall  never  rust, 
Maryland,  my  Marylan<l ! 

Remember  Carroll's  s.icred  trust. 

Remember  Howard's  warlike  thrust. 

And  all  thy  slumberers  with  the  just, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 


7  I  see  the  blush  upon  thy  cheek, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland  ! 
But  thou  wast  ever  bravely  meek, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
But  lo !  there  surges  forth  a  shriek. 
From  hill  to  hill,  from  creek  to  creek, 
Potomac  calls  to  Chesapeake, 
Maryland,  ray  Maryland ! 


4  Come!  'tis  the  red  dawn  of  the  day, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Come  with  thy  panoplieil  array, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 

With  Ringgold's  spirit  for  the  fray. 

With  Watson's  blood  at  Monterey, 

AVith  fearless  Lowe  and  dashing  May, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland  ! 


8  Thou  wilt  not  yield  the  vandal  toll, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 

Thou  wilt  not  crook  to  his  control, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Better  the  fire  upon  the  roll. 
Better  the  shot,  the  blade,  the  bowl. 
Than  jrucitixion  of  the  soul, 
Maryland,  my  Maryland! 


o  Pear  mother,  burst  the  tyrant's  chain, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
Virginia  should  not  call  in  vain, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland  I 

Phe  meets  her  sisters  on  the  plain, 

"Sic  semper!"  'tis  the  proud  refrain 

That  baffles  minions  back  amain, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland ! 
Arise  in  majesty  again, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland  1 


I  hear  the  distant  thunder-hum, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
The  "Old  Line's"  bugle,  life,  and  drum, 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
She  is  not  dead,  nor  deaf,  nor  dumb  ; 
Huzza!  she  spurns  the  Northern  scum- 
She   breathes!     She   burns!     She'll    come! 
She'll  come! 

Maryland,  my  Maryland! 
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THE    SOUTHERN    MARSEILLAISE. 


A.  E.  Blackmar. 
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1.  Sons  of  the  South,      a  -  wake     to         glo        -        ry!    A   thousand  voic  -  es  bid     you 

2.  Now,  now  the  dang' rous  storm     is         roll    -       ing,  Which  treach'rousbrothers  mad-  ly 

3.  With  need-y   starv  -  ing    mobs    sur    -     round     -     ed,  The  jealous,  bliud   fan       -       at    -    ice 
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now  with   trust     -     ing        eyes, 

peace    -     ful    towns        may     blaze, 
slaves        their    ten     -      der       care, 
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Gaze  on      you   now  with    trust      -      ing 

And  soon    our  peace      -      ful    towns  may 

Our   hap  -  py  slaves         their      ten       -       der 
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eyes,  Your  coun  -  try      ev    -    'ry      strong  arm     call    -    ing,  To    meet    the 

blaze,  Shall  friends  who  base    -    ly        plot  our        ru     -     in,  Uncheck'd   ad  ■ 

care,  The  South  tho'  deep    -    est      wrongs  be  -  wail    -    ing,  Long  yield  -  ed 
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hire     -     ling,  Xorth    -    ern      band, 

vaiice        with   guil      -      ty     strides 

all  to        Un      -      ion      name, 


That  comes  to        des  -   o  -    late      tl)e 

To     spread        de  -  struc  -  tion    far       and 
But        in      -      de   -   pen-dence  now       we 
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land, 
wide, 
claim, 


With  fire 
With  South 
And        all 


and  bluod    and  scenes  ap 

ern  blood  their    hands  im 

their  threats  are       un   -    a 


pall  -  ing, 
bru  -  ing, 
vail  -  ing, 


■0-         f 


To 
To 
To 
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arms, to  arms, ye  braves! 


Th'  a  -  veng    -      ing  sword  unsheath ! 
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march      on ! 


heart      re  -  solved 
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to  -  ry      or  death, 


March     oul 
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All        hearts     re  -  solved 
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to  -  ry    or    death. 
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THE   VOLUNTEER. 


IT    IS    MY    COUNTRY'S    CALL. 


WithfetUng,  but  not  loo  slov. 


Harrv  Macarthy. 
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I      leave 
And    yet 
I       knew 

my          home     ami      thee,  dear, 
my          lieai-t       is        sore,  love, 
vou'd          let        me        go,       pet. 

With      sor     -      row       at             my 
To       see          thee    weep    -     ing 
I         saw            it         in            that 
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THE    VOLUNTEER. 
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aid  her     I  de    -    part; And   on      the   blood-red    bat  -   tie  plain   We'll 

Heav    -    en     is  our        trust; And     if       the    heav-y,   droop  -  ing  tear     Swells 

nev     -      er    vet         knew      fear With  God   and   Right  up  -  on        our  side,    We'll 
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con   -  quer      or       we'll    die, 'Tis      for        our      hon  -   or      and        our     name,    We 

in  my     mourn- ful      eye, It        is  that   Broth  -  ers      of         our     land  Should 

win       the      day        or       die, The     foe  -    men's  hosts    will  shrink     dis  -  may'd    Be- 
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raise    the   bat   -  lie 

cause  the   bat   -  tie 

-   fore    oiii-   bat    -  tie 
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cry 1 

weep 

not,   dear    -    est,  weep  not,                            If 
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weep     not, 
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my     conn  -  try's       call. 
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GOOBER    PEAS. 


Words  by  A.  Pindar,  Estj. 


Music  by  P.  Ndtt,  Esq. 
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1.  Sit  -  ting    by      the  road  -  side  on         a     sum  •  uier 

2.  When    a    horse  -  man  pass   -    es      tlie  sol  -  diers  have      a 

3.  Just      be  -  fore    the  bat    -    tie      the  Gen  -    ral  hears      a 
■i.  I      think   my    song  lias        last  -  ed  al  -  most  long        e  - 
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day,  Chat  -  ting   with    my     mess-mates,      pass  -    ing  time       a    •    way, 

rule.  To    cry       out      at    their  loud    -    est      "Mis  -  ter  here's  your    mule," 


nough, 


He   says   "the  Yanks  are    com-    ing,  I        hear  their  rifles     now,'     He  turns 

The     sub-ject's   in   -    ter  -  est    -     ing,        but  rhymes  are  mighty  rough,  I 


GOOBER    PEAS. 
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I.y  -  ing    in       llie      shadow  iin  -  dcr  -  nrath  the   trees, 

]!iit       an -nth-   it    pleasure  en-chant- ing  -  er      than  these, 

a  -  round  in       won  -  der,  and  what  do     you  think     he     sees? 

wisli   this  war     was     o  -  ver  when  free  from  rags   and   fleas, 


Goodness  how  de  - 
Is   wear-ing   out     your 

TheGeor-gia  Mil  - 
We'dkissourwives  and 
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-  li-eious,              eat-ing  goo  -  ber  peas ! 
Grinders,               eat-ing  goo  -  ber  peasl 

-  i  -  tia,                eat-ing   goo -ber  peas! 
sweethearts  and  gob -ble goo- ber  peas! 


Peas !    Peas !   Peas  I    Peas !      eat-ing    goo  -  ber 
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peas!  (iood-ness  how    do    -    li-cious,  eat-ing  goo-ber  j)eas ! 
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SOMEBODY'S    DARLING. 


M;;sic  bv  J.  II.  Hewitt. 


Andantino  con  Ei 
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1.  In  -  to   the  ward  of  thecleanwhite-wash'dhalls  Where  the  dead  slept  and  the    dy  -   ing  lay  ; 

2.  Matted  and  damp  are  his   tres-ses    of    gold,  Kiss-ing  the   snow  of  that  fair  young  brow  ; 

3.  Give  him  a  kiss,   but  for  Some-bod-y's  sake,  Murmur    a  pray'r  for  him,  soft      and  low  ; 

4.  Somebody's  watching  and    waiting   for   him,  Yearning   to    hold  him    a  -  gain  to  her  breast ; 
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Wounded    by   bay  -  o  -  nets,    sa-bres  and  balls,  Some-bod-y's  dar-ling  was  borue   one  day. 

Pale  are    the  lips    of  most   del  -  i-cate  mould,  Some-bod-y's   dar-ling    is      dy    -    ing  now. 

One   lit  -  tie  curl  from  its    gold-en  mates  take,  Sorae-bod-y'spride  they  were  once,  you  know  ; 

Yet,  there  he  lies  with    his  blue  eyes   so    dim,  And   pur-ple,  child-like  lips  half        a -part. 


I-.Y   PERMISSION  OF   B.   L.   SCBKEINER. 
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Some-bo-dy's  dar  -  ling,  so  young  and  so  brave,  Wearing    still  on      his  sweet,  yet  pale  face- 
Back  from  his  beau-ti -fill    puri)le-vein'dbrow,  Brush   off  the  wand-'ring  waves  of  gold  ; 
Some-bn-dy'swarinhand  has  oft  resi-ed   there,  Was     it      a    moth  -  er's  so  soft  and  white? 
Ten-der  -  ly     bu  -  ry   the  fair,  unknown  dead,  Paus-ing    to    drop      on  his  grave     a     tear  ; 
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Soon  to      be    hid    in   the  dust  of    the  grave,  The  lin -ger-ing  light  of    his    boyhood's  grace. 
Cross  his  while  liaiids  on  his  broad  bo-60m  now,  Sonie-bo-dy's   dar-ling     is      still      and  cold. 

Or  have  the   lips   of       a  -  sis  -  ter,     so  fair,  Ev  -  er  been  balh'd  in  their  waves  of  light? 

Carve  on   the   wood-en  slab    o  -  ver    his  head,    Somebody's  dar-ling    is   sluiu-ber  -  iug  here. 
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Somebody's    darling — •    Somebody's  pride —  Who'll  tell   his  mother    where  her    boy  died. 
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STRIKE    FOR    THE    SOUTH 


Poetrv  by  Miss  C.  B.  Sinclair. 

If 


Music  by  J.  PiERPONT. 


1.  Strike       for  the  South!    let  her  name 

2.  Strike       for  the  South!         for        Lib     -    er-tv's  euu         In 

3.  Strike       for  the  South!     we  will    hon     -     or  her  name      For 
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boast  of  the  true  and  the  brav 
dark  -  ness  and  gloom  has  not  set;, 
the        glo  -  riiius  dteds      she       has        done 


Let  Free  -  dom's  bright 
Her  bright  beams  still 
The       lau      -      rel    we'll 
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on  her  brow 
from  a  -  bove, 
pa  -  triot  brow, 


And  her    ban 

And  will   lead 

And    shout 


ner    the   proud    -    est     still 
thee    to      vie      -       to  -  ry 
when  the      bat     -     tie       is 
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STRIKE   FOR   THE   SOUTH  1 
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wave, 
yet.... 
wou... 


Strike      for     the  South  1      ehall  tlie  he  -  roes      who     fell,  In 

Strike      for     the  Southl       for  her  weap-ims       are  bright,       And  the 
Strike      for     the  Southl        it    must  nev  -  er         be      said        That  lier 
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graves       all    un-hon-or'd    re  -  pose, While  the    turf      on  each    head  and  the 

he    -    roes  who   wield  them  are  strong  ; Let      her  name     brightly  glow   on  the 

ban    -    ner  was    furl'd     to      a      foe; Let    those  stars    ev  -  er    shine  in  bright 
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sword        by  each  side,    Has  been  stain'd  with  the    blood      of    her     foes. 
re   -   cord  of  fame,  And      her's        be   the  proud  -  est     in      song, 

glo    -    ry     a-bove,      And  the  path  -  way    to        vie   -    to  -  ry     show. 
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YOU  ARE  GOING  TO  THE  WARS,  WILLIE  BOY! 

Words  and  Music  bv  JuHx  II.  Hewitt. 


Motterato. 
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1.  You  are    go-iug  to  the  wars,  Wil-lie  boy,      Willie  boy.      You  are    go-ing  to   the  wars 

2.  You'U  be  fighting  for  the  right,  Wil-lie  boy,      Willie  boy.    You'll  be  fighting  for  the  right 


far     a  - 
and  vour 


-  way, 
home; 


To    pro  -  tect  our  rights  and  laws,    Wil-lie  boy,    Wil-lie   boy, 
And  you' 11  strike  the  blow  with  might,  Wil-lie  boy,   Wil-lie   boy, 


And  the 
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ban-ner    in   the  sun's      gold -en    ray; 
thun-der  -  ing  of  cannon  and    of  drum ; 


With  your    u  -  ni-form    all    new.    And  your 
With   an    arm   as  true     as    steel,      You'll 
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ehining    but-tons   too,      You'll  win  tlie  hearts  of   prel-ly  girls,  But  mine  like  me    so   due.      Oli 
make  the   foemen   feel,  The  vongence  of      a     Soulhei-nsr,  Too  proud  to  cringe  or  kneel.    Oh 
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won't  you  think  of  me,     'Wil-lie    boy,     Willie  boy; 
should  yciu  fall    in  strife,  Wil-lie    boy,     Willie  boy; 


Oh,  won't  you  think  of  me  when  far    a  - 

Oh, should  yon  fall     in      strife      on    the 


plain, 


I'll       oft  -  en  think    of      ye,         Wil-lie    boy,        AVil-lie  boy, 
I'll      pine     a'-  way    my     life,       Wil-lie    boy,        Wil-lie  boy, 


And 
And 
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ev- er   foryour  life  and  glory  pray, 
never,   never  wear  a  smile  a  -  gain. 
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Andantin 


John  H.  Hewitt. 
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1.  Where  the  mountain  ash  nods  to  the  tempest's     wild  howling,  Where  the  e-cho  sh 

2.  They  have  fought  for  their  rights,  for  the  land  of  tlieir  sires,         Their  forms  have 

3.  Then        let  them  sleep  on 'neath  the  sod  of    the      val-ley,  Where  night  dews 

s 


rinks  mute 
stood  up 
will  lave 


in  the 
like  a 
the  long 


vale  dark  and  deep  ;  Where  the  gaunt  vulture  soars  and  the  grim  wolf's  prowling,  The 
bul  -  wark  of  might ;  They  have  knelt  at  the  al  -  tar  where  burns  freedom's  fires.  And 
grass      o' er  their  beds ;       A    -     bove,     on    the  great    day    of    mus  -  ter  they'll  ral-ly,    And 
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bones      of  dead  he    -    roes  are     tak-ing  their      sleep.         No  slab      there  appears,     wet  with 
thrust    back  the  foe  in    her    glo-ri-ous       light.         No  bright    stars  for  them,  pluck' d  from 

glo    -     ry   will  twine      a  bright  wreath  round  their  heads.  No  white     mar  -  ble  stone  shall  rise 
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sor    -  row- ing  tears ;      The  hem  -  lock    and   l«n    -   rel  hang    o    -     ver    Ihe  sput ;  And 

Fame's  di  -  a  -  dem ;        Un  -  no  -   tic'd,    nn-heed   -   ed,  they   act    -     ed   tlieir  parts,        'Mid 
o'er      the  Unknown;      But    in  our    sad  hearts      a  fresh   re    -    cord  shall  be ;  Tho' 
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no  -  bo  -  dy  knows  where  the  re  -  liques  re-pose,  Of  the  soldier  whose  deeds  and  whose 
the  clashing  of  ariiis,and  the  bat  -  tie's  a-hirnis,  They  fell  with  the  love  of  home 
nam'd  never  more,  they  will  live         in     the  core,         The        bravest     who    fought    and  who 
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name    are  for-  got. 

deep      in  their  hearts.  J- Let   the      re  -  quiem  be  sung,       let    the   sad     pray'rbe  said.     For    the 

died      to     be    free. 
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hemes  for  -  gotten — tlie     Un-known  Dead,    For  the     henirs      forgotten — the  Un-knuwn  Dead. 
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THE    SOLDIER'S    GRAVE. 


Words  by  D.  Ottolenoui. 

Andunte  con  Erpresxione, 


Arranged  by  11.  L.  Schreiner. 
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1.  Ohi  stran-ger,        tread  lightly, 

2.  With     hearts  full  of  grief 

3.  May  God  iielp  his  mother 


tis    ho     -    ly  ground  here,  In 

we  stood       round  his  bier,  And 

tlie    sad  blow   to  bear,  May 
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death's  cold  embrac-  the    sol-dier  sleepeth  here.  On   the    red      field   of     bat  -  tie       my 

each      soldier's  eye  was      moist   with      a   tear;    And  with  sad,      solemn    step  we  march'd 

God  help   the  widow  of  him  who  lies'ueathhere  ;  May  lie  guard    the  orphans  whose      lit  - 


BY   PERMISSION  OP   H.   I..   SCHREIXER. 


THE    SOLDIER'S    GRAVE. 


^3 


-N-^ 


539 

a  tempo. 


^-It 


s*. 


brave      comrade  died,      And  his      last  smile    I  caught   as       I      knelt  by    his  side.       Ye 


his 


hearts  grieve,    Tliat  thus     no  more    a    fath  -  er's  fond    kiss  shall   receive.    Then  stran- 
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lips  wore  a  smile,    and  he     fear' d  not      to    die.      And  his    ear  caught  the  sliout       as      it 
-  ly      and  sad  -  ly,  we  waved    a      fare-well,    Tho'  his    spir    -    it      al-ready    in  heav'n 

-  ger,  tread  lightly,  'tis  ho  -  ly  ground  here,  In    death's    cold  embrace,       the    sol- 
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rose  to      the  sky,        "The   vict-'ry  is   ours!"  his   com     -    rade  cried,       "Tliank 

-  ly    realms  did  dwell ;        But  his   body        we   tear       -       fully  low  -  erd'neath  there,      And  the 
-  dier       sleepeth  there ;       'Tis  the  grave  of  the  hero,  'neath  the  grass    cover' d  sod,  His 


God  !"  said  thesol  -  dier,   as   smil-lng  he  died, 
heart     of  thesol  -  dier,  did  send  forth  a  pray' r. 
spir  -  it's  inHeav  -  en,    at  home  withitsGod. 
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THE    SOLDIER'S    FAREWELL 


THE    SOUTH    SHALL    YET    BE    FREE. 
Written  and  Adapted  to  the  French  air  of  "Partant  pour  la  Syne,"  by  John  H.  Hewitt. 
Bold. 
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1.  The   bu  -  gle  sounds  up    -     on  the  plain,  Our  men     are      gath 

2.  When  by       the  camp-fire's       fit  -  ful  light,  Beneath     the       star 

3.  When  to       the  field     of        fight  I  rush,  And  raise   my        bat 

4.  Our  Star  -  ry  Cross  flaunts      in  the  air,  And  guides  each      sol 


■  'ring  fast;  You 

-  lit         sky,  I 

-  tie  shout,  A 

-  dier       on ;  Wher- 
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would      nothave  your  friend     remain,  And  be          a  -  mong  the  last.  Cheer 

pic  -  ture  scenes  '   of  young      delight.  Your  form   shall   hov  -      er  nigh.  Your 

sol  -  dier' s pride  each  doubt   will  hush,  Tho'  bul  -   lets     fly  a  -  bout.  I'll 

•  e'er          it  shines       our  braves  are  there,  Un-flinch  -  ing,    ev  -      'ry   one.  Then 
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up,   cheer    up,      my       South  -  ern  flow'r,  There's  joy  for  you       and       me —  While 

smile    will  cheer  the         loue    -    ly  hour.    Your     eye  my  load  -   star        be,  For 

bold  -  ly      face    the          lead    -    eashow'r,And      trust  to  Des    -     ti  -     ny ;  For 

cheer     up,   cheer    up! — South  -  era  How' r.  There's  joy  for  you       aud        me;  While 


Right 
well 
Right 
Right 


is  strong  and  God 
I  know  while  God 
is  strong  and  God 
is  strong   and    God 
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The  South 
The  South 
The  South 
The  South 


Right  is  strong   and  God  has  pow'  r, 

well  I  know  while  God  has  pow'r. 

Right  is  strong    and  God  has  pow'r, 

Right  is  strong  and  God  has  pow'r, 


shallrise  up  free! 

shall  rise  up  free! 

shall  rise  up  free  ! 

shallrise  up  free  I 
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THE    YOUNG    VOLUNTEER. 


John  H.  Hewitt. 
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2.  When 
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is     unfurl'd,  and  our 
ver   the  des  -  ert,  ihro' 

inns 
burn 

flash  bright 
-    ing    rays, 

As  the 
With  a 

sun 
hea 

wades   up 
vy    heart 

the 
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sky ; 
tread ; 


But       ere  I join  the  doubt 

Or     when         I breast        the  can 


ful     fight,     Love  -  ly 
non's  blaze,     And     be- 
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maid,  I  would  say      "Good  bye," 

moan  my        com  -    rades         dead, 


I'm    a        young  vol  -  un-teer,       and    my 
Then,         then       I      will  think      of      my 
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lit';irt           is     true      To    our  flag           that  woos   the        wind ; 
home        and  yon,  And  our  flag  shall  UIks     the        wind  ;    
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Then  three  cheers  for  tliat 
With  huz  -  za       for   our 
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flag      andourcoun     -     try  too,  |     Andthefrirls     we    leave    be    -hind.  Then  a- 

;ause    and  our  coun     •    try  too,  J  "^ 
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-     dieu,  then  adieu, 'tis  the      last      bugle's  strain,That  is  fall-ing    on    the    ear;  Should  it 
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so      be  decreed  that  we  ne'ernioet  again — Oh,    remember   the  Young  Vol-un  -  teer. 
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HERE'S   YOUR    MULE. 

COMIC    SONG. 


C.  D.  Benson. 


— =1 — ^4—— i- 


44    4 


3^=g4^ 


=P: 


C^ 


-S-f 


?^-^«^ 


■•— »— ^— »- 


H 1 P ^ — 


-N-^ 


?^t-£ 


-tzzc^=^: 


1.  A        Far  -  mer  came    to  caiup    one  day,   With    milk    and  eggs  to    sell,  Up 

2.  His      Eggs    and  Chick-ens  all     were  gone.  Be  -   fore     the  break  of    day,  The 

3.  The       Sol  -  diers  r;m     in  laugh  -  ing  mood,  On       mis-chief  were  lu-teiit,  They 
■J.     A     -    las  I    one  day     the  mule  was  miss' d.  Ah  I      who  coulc"  teU  his  fate?  The 
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-     on            a    iimle      who  oft  would  stray,    To      where      no  one      cnuUl  tell,  The 

mule      was  heard      of  all  a  -long.  That's   what      the  boI  -   diers  say.  And 

lift    -     ed  iimle    -   y  on  their  back,       A    -   round  from  tent         to  tent,  Tlini' 

farm    -   er    like          a  man  be  -  reft,  Search'd  ear    -    ly  and  sliearch'd  late.  And 


1^  -ah 


farm  -  er  tir  -  ed  of 
still  he  bun  •  ted  all 
hole  and 


bis  tramp,    For  hours    was  made        a    fool, 
day  long,        A  -  las  I        a     wit    -    less  tool, 
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cv'     -     ry    one         he     met  in  camp, 

ev'    -     ry    man     would  sing  the  song, 

sliinit     with  hum  -  'rousvoi    -  ces    all, 

out  to      ev'    -    ry    one  he    met. 
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W'lih    "Mis  -   tcr  here's   your  mule." 

Of      "Mis  -   ter  here's    your  mule." 

"I  say!  Mis  -   ter  here's    your  mule." 

"Oh,      Mis  -   ter  Where's    my  mule." 
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Come    on,      come  on,      come    on,        old  man.      And     don't     be     made       a    Jtool, 


^=^ 


fe 


r* 


-y-N 


*■  *■  ♦ 


??=^=*= 


-^^ 


V±^^=X^-l 


fzz^-=^^^ 


¥    V     \^- 


Come    on,      come  on,      come    on,         old  man,      And      don't      be      made       a     fool, 
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By       ev'     -     ry  one,       you      meet      in  camp,     With"Mis   -   ter  here's    your  mule.' 
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ev'     -    ly   one,       you      meet      in  camp,     Wilh"Mis  -   ter  here's    your  mule.' 
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THE    CROSS    OF    THE    SOUTH. 


A.  E.  Blackuak. 
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1.  Ohl    Bay  can      you  see,  through  the     gloom      and  the 

2.  How  peace  -     ful      and  blest         was        A  -   nicr    -      i   -  ca's 

3.  'Tis     the  em  -  blem  of  peace,  'tis  the    day   -   star        of 

4.  And      if  jieace  should  be  hope  -  less  and  jus    -    tice       de  ■ 
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storm.           More          bright      for        the  <lark  -  ness,  tliat  pure    coti -stol  -  la  -  tion?  Like  the 

soil,               'Till   be-tray'd        by      the  guile          of     the         I'u  -    ri  -  tan    de  -  nion,  Whieli 

hope,            Like  the     sa   -  cred      La  -  ba    -    rum   that  gui  -  ded   the   Ro  -  man ;  From  the 

-  nied,            Aud         war's  blood  -  y     vul    -    turo  should  flap     its  black  pin-ions,  Then 
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Syiu  -  bol       of  Love  and  Re  -  demp   -   tion      its  form, 

lurks       un  -  der  Vir    -     tue,  and  springs    from     its    coil 

shore        of       the   Gulf  to  the      Del      -      a-ware's  slope, 

glad    -  ly      "to   arms"    while  we    hurl  in      our  pride. 


As        it  points        to  the 

To           fas    -    ten  its 

'Tis    the    trust        of  the 

De     -     fi    -    ance  to 
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ha      -      veu      of  hope         for      the      na-tion.         How     ra    -    diant  each  Star, 
angs  in      the    life    -    blood     of    free-men !      Then  bold     -     ly       ap  -  peal 


and     the    ter 


ror      of     foe-men,         Fling    its        folds  to  the   air, 


rants  and  death         to      their  min-ious !      With   our        front  in  the  field, 
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while   we 

swear-ing. 
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bea    -  con      a  -  far,  Giv-ing  prom  -   ise      of  peace       or      as  -  sur   -    ance  in    war ! 

heart  that  can  feel.  And      crush      the  foul      vi  -  per 'neathLib    -    er-ty's    heel  I 

bold     -  ly      de-clare.  The      rights      we  de-mand        or    the  deeds      that  we    dare! 

nev    -  er      to  yield,  Or     re  -  turn    like  the  Spar  -  tan      in  death       on    our  shield  1 
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1.     'Tis    tUe  Cross   o£  the  South,  whichshallev    -    er     rc-m:iin,      To    liglit      us  to     free-dom  and 
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2.  Aud  tlie  Cross 

3.  Whilethe  Cross 
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^^^ 


-N— N 


:^=p: 


=*^^^ 


1/=!^: 


-N— N 


'=t: 


-#— .- 


V-V- 


lijci 


Z'/' 


§5^ 


^^^« 


:?^^: 


i — 5^i 


TtZZt 


^ 


45»^ 


ir-^ 


,.^_^_ 

.S^ 


Miilpl 


glo   -    ry     a  -  gain ! 


T 


=^ 


d — ^^# 


glo  -  rv       a -gain  I 

i2zt=:^iz?i|it:- 


V-±: 


ei 


i 
i 


pall      of     the  brave. 


§>iit?=£^ 


t>^— y*-! 


-#-^ 


550 


THE    FLAG    OF    THE    REGIMENT. 


Words  bv  Carl  Veedek. 


Music  by  E.  O.  Eaton. 


^FMEjg^r  PsW^ 


fS 


-•v-r-f=^- 


^ 


=P=^ 


-^3^: 


.i=i2= 


§a 


-^^ 


=P^ 


^- — ^ ^ •H 1 \ — 


H     .     ? 


^£^ 


£3 


i 


i 


itr^ 


H«-^f»-^»^-/»-5  ^  -H^^^y 


-»— b^— k- 


--^-^ 


V    ^  / — S'-J^-y— t^— k^ 


-^-b^- 


1.  In    the    fa  -  tal  hour  of  bat-tie  when  the  wounded  sol-dier    dy-ing, 

2.  Tho'  the   soldier's  fad  -  ing  vis-ion   with  sad  tears  may  now  be    fill-ing,      To 


I 


Pr- 


■Jri ^ 


*±^ 


m 


-^~ 


^i~i 


•    •    •        ♦-#"#■ 


\bfeEi 


COPTEIOUT  MDCCCLXIV   BT   A.   E.   ULACKMAR. 


THE    FLAG    OF    THE    REGIMENT. 


551 


N     N 


-^T=f=^^=^f=P- 


^5=^ 


=P— -Tv- 


i^: 


:i=tzt 


-X-V 


Knows  that    his  life    -     blood  is   How-ing    fast    a  -  way,      He      turns   his  last      gaze  where  the 
think  he'll  ne'er  ral- ly      to     the     loved      flag     a  -  gain,     Yet      witli     its  [lartiug  tlirob,  is      his 


-fi 

^ 

vf  t r^~^^ 

\             ^ 

k-  ■ 

X>  [? 

— 1 — 

-• — w- 

-g  ^    ^    ^-  g 

'"^ — v-f- — ^- 

-g 1 

-P- 

— tV- 

^    P    m^ 

-K- 

Vy 

-w 

H i^— 

-^-^    ^-^    -^- 

^    ^  \,    ' 

-* — • 

— F— 

zik 

^i_tr-E 

-P-ni 

,-fi 

col  -  ors  still 
heart  with  rap 

are  fly  -  ing,  And   the 
-ture  thrilling.  For  .  he 

reg  -  iment  is 
knows  that  his 

—     -^ 

charging   in 
Ufe          is 

1^ 

the  thickest    of 
not  sac  -  ri  -  ficed 

the  fray ; 
in  vain. 

w 

=^ 

1 !— 

-m — •- 

--! — s 1 i ^ 

-a — \ 1 1- 

f      1 1 

-T 

"1 ^ \ 

^       /      ^      f      • 

'  *     4     f 

J                               !          1 

vy 

4    f! 

m          m     m     m 

«     8     « 

'^             m 

«| 

/ 

1    • 

•              ■0-    ■0-    ■0- 

■4-  -S-  -S- 

It    It 

^ 

*      i» 

$ 

C\'       ^                      -" 

1 

1 

^/•i- 

h^ 

y 

1                      1 

! 

^  S 

i       •        I 

\        I'     1                          1 

a                   ^ 

# 

• 

i^ 


-g'— h 


While  from    the      go  -   ry  plain,  where   his     shat  -  ter'd  form    re  -  cliues,        lie 

Oh!    thus    may      death's    sum- mens      al  -  ways  come     in       tri- umph's  hour,       And 


(i 


^ 


i=i 


^ 


SfeE 


THE    FLAG    OF    THE    REGIMENT. 


0'    0       -         ^     ^ 

^      0      m      P      f 

i 

Lb  u — »— h — b* — ^ — i y- 

-\j — b — , 1> — — 

•_#_ 

-k  ^  ^—  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

v-\y  '     '   ^-^ \i> — '— 

^    L 

^ — ^^/-fc.-i — d  d 

sees    liis  gal-lant  comrades,  still    clos-ing    in    the  fight, 
beck  -  onus       a  -  way,      when  Freedom's  fight  is  won, 

And  he  hears  the    bold  cheer,        as       it 
Whea  vie  - 1' ry  ou  the  banners  of   our 

1                ^ 

; 

/  !          d     m     m          d  dym 

'      ».         ,        1 

d           J           1         i 

I 

r  I-.  •-     ^     •     •    V    8  W% 

1      0m          0m  * 

f 

•           •    ^      '         f 

\  l'r\y    :     m.     m     m          SSS 

-•           g^  0 

J                •    • 

r\}          d    m    m         0  0  0 

0             •      • 

d           m      •      ^ 

i 

J 

■•■           ■•■               1 

4    -^ 

i  c 

X.  -l          ■»         r       •» 

1             r            ml 

'3                    m         i 

\   t'^    •          '                   ' 

,       ' 

1                       1         ' 

\  y  V.  w          A.          L        -. 

^         ^           1      ^ 

1 

\ 

V     \                                          ^ 

1 

1            i            d 

iS)                    d 

H 
■1 

^] — *^T~w~i [ 1 

T — ir~r~^^t    ^  # 

^^— — r-F 

L  b    ij    ^  i     i     p    h«   ^ 

^  '  P    d       1              ' 

/ 

ppip"    1/    1/  !>    1 ,    r    ur    r 

1            ij      'i/       1^        k''     W      j  , 

\   J                     '      y     \        '  ■     / 

11/"                                  1/ 

i>      B          •     ^ 

sweeps    a-long  the  lines,  When  the  ranks  of    the     foe    -    men    be  -  gin      to  break  in  flight, 
ranks    be  -  gin  to    lower  And  the  Flag     of    the    Reg  -  iment    is  proud  -  ly  marching  on. 

f\              1                t""^ 

//b-^ — *ri-i— i-" 

0   '     M              .d              .^ 

-ij : q=i-: 

m^d — ^-^'^-^ — 

d—\ — i — ^ — 

^                  '• 

1  *y 

-    •  ♦ 

**>-#■ 

^^           :? 

r»'      ^ 

m        ) 

1        1            I            ^ 

1                f     1 

1. 

,    - 

1 

J    J      •      ^ 

rJ                     r        I     - 

'/ 

•       •                                  . n 

^ 

• 

-if-t;rw^ — 

-^- 

'=rir 

-0 0~- ff 

«     •  • 

-^ ^— ^ 

— ^ 

#^*--' 

d-^ 

b — 

'i'~v — ^"~ 

=?^b 

^.     •— ' 

Flag 

of 

the    Reg    - 

i  -  ment,  bright    Ban  -  ner 

of         the  Brave ! 

V  1   ,_ 

. 

^     ^ 

^    ^  ■  ^ 

C     '^ 

fc. 

1 

/_  -f/** 

]^ 

K 

_j^    J 

5^         N      1 

r 

rm  '^  ^    • 

m       ^  ' 

d     d  -     0 

d     0  • 

iJ       1 

vy 

^  • 

m  '      ^^    m                            1 

-fi #-' # 0^ #— n-# 0~. ■  -^ 1 

Thj-r~p — 

m  . 

m     \. 

W-— }-       t^- 

^-^, 

P  '      P       P 

f 

rm"*-  ^    1 

1 

y    ^ 

^      W        k' 

1*'      1/ 

A.                 1 

v]) 

Li 

S 

v        rv      1                              1 

Flag 

of 

the    Reg    - 

i  -  ment,  bright    Ban  -  ner 

of        the  Brave! 

^              ^     • 

•          y       - 

1 

)•!    /"^         1 

f 

M     r 

ff      ff 

J          >^       ff 

f 

^      t*-    ^ 

i^     J 

1^     \j       ri 

1^      J 

'^ 

t'                  1 

1^ 

1/      w 

1/     w       y 

1/      U 

G '          ' 

,^ 

r 

■■= — '     "5       1 

( fe^^~S — 

=^3-^ 

s  ST  s- 

s 

— > 

f^ 

-5—5^-1^  — 

i 

^'      t      ' 

•«- 

■•■ 

•«- 

I 

■0^.      t     -0^ 

t^'        ^ 

^ 

^ 

J 

i 

W'l/^   f 

>'  hfVy 

1 

J          ^ 

\l_^^ 1- 

1 

i 

d 

.    ff  •                1 

THE    FLAG    OF    THE    REGIMENT. 


553 


^ 


ir 


-^^jT—ji'—y- 


e3= 


*-  J*    #  .  -0 — 0 — c-  Pf5- 


t=^ 


q!^ 


£S=E 


-J: 


i^E: 


I 


^=^ 


-y— i*'- 


^-^ 


n#^#— ^ 


--• #■ 


=?=fn#q 


y— ^- 


-i>^-^^fe^— #- 


^i^B 


-  fore   us   thro'  the  day, 


the   Reg  -  i  -  meat  will  fol-low  where  the  standard  leads  the  way. 

-IS —  ^ — sr — i — S — S — N— Ni — N — ^ — N—N 


-at—w- 


ifciln: 


N     N     N 


^i 


S    d    s    s    •—• 


u 


p 


T=W 


-^—0- 


^ 


fe'— y- 


^f^=M=r=^tn=x: 


■t?"— ^- 


-^—0- 


:p=«= 


-^—^ 


'^ZLpzntZ 


M^^ 


■¥—/- 


V— ^ 


v=t=t 


-  fore   us   thro'  the  day,       And    the   Reg-  i  -  mont  will  fol-liiw  where  the  Btand:ird  leads  the  way 
».   m\^m     p    -»-»-»■#■■#•■#■■#■•#• 

-;^— y— ii^— 1^— li^— t^|-i^— i^    ^    \> 


e-S-?, 


^^Etz 


v^^- 


e 


J=i=— =i 


lit:' 


ir. 


5E5 


:i^: 


S      N 


■:J-T-5— *— • — • \--^ — Nt-N     ^  #   -«— Ti 


>^_ 


^^-W- 


■#-^-»-fl#— • — i*- 


554 


THE    HAPPY    CONTRABAND. 


E>rEE80N. 


>4—fW 


gi^ 


^ 


33=^ 


3^3: 


SI 


>^- 


•  »       I       ^ 


:^=?: 


^^ 


i^==t 


=^^=i= 


3bLtL-: 


iziii: 


:^^ 


it^tiS: 


iiJ 


^ES 


:t. 


=:h 


og   ,  .^ 


Zlt 


^^^E§ 


->^- 


-•-i- 


-^=^ 


-JLZJt 


^=S: 


1.  I'm    a     hap  -  py   con  -  tra- 

2.  Be     -     fore   this  war  broke 


^ 


1-=^ 


i!i:ttif==^ 


:Ua=r 


r^ 


§?3 


£ 


:zi: 


5^=S=sj 


-^ — K 


--# — •  .  #- 


#^# 


-^— g-b 


band,      late-  ly  come  from  Old  Vir-gin-  ny,        For        Mas- ter  there     I    used     to     dig    and 
out,  I       had    al  -  ways  peace  and  plen-  ty,        I       had  noth-  ing    for      to    trou  -  ble    my  poor 


mm 


feEi 


-J: 


COPYRIGHT   MDCCCI.XIV    BY   A.   E.   El.ACKMAE. 


THE    HAPPY    CONTRABAND 


.55 


-A-^ 


-, i K 


lioc But  as    "Secesli"  lie  was      ra  -  ted,  And  liis  things  was  coufis  -  ca  -  ted,  And    I 

head But        now    I    feel  quite      old,     Tho'  my    age    ia     on  -  lytwen-ty,         Oh 


£lEi 


913=1: 


1->- 


£?-:= 


■^-iv 


l'i==t^ 


t^iZ^^^JT 


ipzinp: 


±=t: 


dou'l    know  where  the  deb- bil    fur      to      gu ; I  haven't  got     no  clothes,    Mv 

Lord;    I      oft  -  eu   wish  that    I      was     dead; But    its        no        use     to  grieve,     I'd 


=i: 


^ 


izi: 


:T 


Ed=li 


E3E 


zi^g-*^^ 


lEZlE 


-/- 


-«'- 


-A-v- 


J^jil 


feel     ?re     al  -  most  froze,    Cold  win-ter,  you  know,  is    com  -  iug     on, But     I 

jus!      as  soon      live,       Aud  that  you    can      see  at        a        glance, Ro 


:— q: 


I 1 


a!E5=i 


33: 


E3: 


EI 


i1: 


^^s:^3^fe 


:3=t 


556 


THE   HAPPY    CONTRABAND. 


-»-i- 


S^ 


-'^      ^ 


§:=V 


nev  -    er        died       yet,  So   I'll  just      get  up      and  "git,"      I'll  sing  and  dance      to 

keep  your  eye      on    me,  And      I'll     soon  let       you  see        How  the        poor        col-or'd 


ri 


* 

■# 


mwm 


^^^1= 


keep  myself  warm,  For    I      tell  you  I'm      a    Hap- py  Con  -  tra  -  band, 

folks  can  sing  and      dance.  For    I      tell  you  I'm      a    Hap -py  Coa- Ira  -  band. 
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Then  away  with  'mancipation,  give  me  back  the  old  plantation, 
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ev     -     'ry    dan-ger,    ev-'ry      woe, Oh  God,  pro-tect      my  wife     and  child. 
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1.  You  can   nev    -   er  win  us      back ; 

2.  We  have  ris    -     en  to  a        man, 

3.  You  have  no        such       blood        as      ours, 


X ev     -      er !  nev  -  er ! 

Stern         and  fear  -  less ; 

For  the  shed-  ding ; 
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The'  we    per  -  ish  in      the    track  of   vour 

Of  vour  cur  -  ses,  of     your    ban.  We 

la  the  veins     of  Cav    -  a  -  liers  Was 
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deav  -  or ; 
care  -  less, 
head  -  ing! 
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Tho'        our  corp  -  ses      strew        tbe  earth, 
Ev    -    'ry  haod    is  on  its  knife, 

You       liin-e  no     such      state     -     ly   men 


Siuil    -     iug  now     as  on      our      birth, 

Ev      -      'ry  gun      is      primed    for      strife, 

In         your  ab    -    o      -      li  -  tiou      deii, 
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And    the'  blood    pol    -    lute        each  hearth,         Now.. 
Ev  -  'ry      palm    con    -    tains  a      Life,  High. 

March  -  ing      on    thro'        foe  and   fen,  Noth 


We  may  fall  before  the  fire 

f)f  your  legions, 
Paid  with  gold  for  murderous  hire. 

Bought  allegiance ; 
Bat  for  every  drop  you  shed, 
You  shall  have  a  mound  of  dead, 
So  that  vultures  may  be  fed 

In  our  regions! 


But  the  battle  to  the  strong 

Is  not  given, 
While  the  Judge  of  right  and  wrong 

Sits  in  Heaven 
And  the  God  of  David  still 
Guides  the  pebble  with  His  will 
Tliere  are  giants  yet  to  kill, 

Wrongs  unshriven ! 
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Of       your   cur   -   ses,         of     your  ban, 
Paid      with    gold       for         murd'rous  hire, 
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Tho'        our  corp  -  ses    strew       the   earth,        Smil    -     ing  now      as        on      our     birth, 
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Ev     -     'rv  hand      is  on  its    knife, 

Bat         for     ev  -  'ry      drop       yoa  shed, 
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Ey     -     'ry    gun        is     inTiiicil  for     strife. 
You     shall  have      a    mound  of      dead. 
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And        the  God      of        Da    -   vid    still  Guides    the  peb  -  ble      with     His      will, 
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And     tbo'  blood     pol    -    lute     each    hearth, 
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Ev  -  'ry      palm    con    -    tains        a 
So      that      vul  -  lures       may       be 
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OUR    FLAG. 


Tempo  di  Valse. 


THE   ORIGIN   OF   THE   STARS   AND   BARS. 

Harry  Macarthy. 
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Young  stranger,  what  land  claims  thy  birth  ': 
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is     but  new    to    the     sea, 


And  where  is    the   na-tion  on      earth,, 
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OUR     FLAG. 
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That  the  right  of    this  flaggiveato    thee; 
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Thy   haa-ner  re-miuds  us 
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By  tlie  champions  of  Freedom  un  -  furled, And  the  proudest  of 
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na-tioas  have  owned, . 


'Twas  a    glo  -  ry  and  pride  to     the     world That 
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flag  was  the    Stripes    and    Stars, And  the  col  -  ors    of  thine  are  the     same. 
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OUR     FLAG. 


2. 

That  flag,  -with  its  garland  of  fame, 

Proudly  waved  o'er  my  fathers  and  me, 
And  my  grandsires  died  to  proclaim 

It  the  flag  of  the  brave  and  the  free  ; 
But  alasl  for  the  flag  of  my  youth 

I  have  sighed  and  dropped  my  last  tear, 
For  the  North  haa  forgotten  her  truth, 

And  would  tread  on  the  rights  we  hold  dear  ; 
They  envied  the  South  her  bright  Stars, 

Her  glory,  her  honor,  her  fame. 
So  we  unfurled  tlie  Stars  and  the  Bars, 

And  the  "Confederate  Flag"  is  its  name. 


And  as  her  bright  colors  shone  forth, 

All  glorious  in  fair  Freedom's  light, 
We  swore  to  remember  their  birth, 

And  in  her  honor  forever  to  fight. 
So  woe  to  the  foeman  who'll  dare 

Our  Southern  soil  to  invade. 
For,  bless' d  by  the  smiles  of  the  fair, 

And  in  Eight's  powerful  armor  arrayed. 
We'll  strike  for  our  Southern  Star, 

Our  luiuor,  our  glory,  our  fame, 
We'll  strike  for  the  Stars  and  the  Bars, 

For  the  "Confederate  Flag"  is  its  name. 
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STONEWALL'S    REQUIEM. 


M.  Deeves. 
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beat  -  ing,  There's  a    sad      and   solemn  tread,        Our   Ban-ner'sdraped  in   mourning,  As     it 
hon-or'd  grave,  The  Lau  -  rel  crown  his  brow,        By     hal-low'd     James'      si  -  lent  wave  He's 
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STONEWALL'S    REQUIEM. 
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shrouds  "th'  jUustriousdead,"  Proud  forms  are  bent  with  sor  -  row,  And   all  South  -  ern  hearts  are 
sweet  -  ly  sleep-ing  now ;       Vir  -  gia  -  ia     to     the  South  is     dear,  She  holds      a       sa-cred 
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Fery  s^oic. 
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sore,         Tlie   He  -  ro   now      is    sleep  -  ing,  No  -  ble  Stone-wall     is       no    more,         'Mid  the 
trust.        Our    fall  -  en  braves  from  far  and  near.  Are      cov  -  er'd  with   her   dust;  She 
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rat     -     tling  of       the        mus  -  kets    And    the  can  -  non'sthuu-drous      roar, 

shrines       the  spot  where      now       is       laid   The       brav    -     est  of    them       all, 
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stain'd    the  field  of       glo  -  ry     With       his  brave  Life's  precious  gore,    And  tho' our  flag  waved 
Mar  -  tyr  of    our    coon-try's  cause,        Our      I  -  dol-iz'd  Stooewall ;      But  tho'  his    spir-it's 
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proud  -  ly,   We  were    vie  -  tors   ere  sun  -  set,         The    gal  -  lant  deeds  of  Chancelorsville  Will 
waft  -  ed     To    the     hap  -  py  realms  a-  hove  ;        His  name  shall  live  for  -  ev  -  er  link'd  With 
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FOR    BALES. 


WE    ALL    WENT    DOWN    TO    NEW    ORLEANS. 
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1.  We       all        went  down       to    New        Or-leans,       For         Bales,  for 

2.  We  thought  when    we         got      in         the  "Ring,"  For         Bales,  for 


Bales ;         We 
Bales ;         We 
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all   went  down     to  New      Orleans,      For      Bales,      says     I; We      all    went  down    to 

thoughtwhen  we      got    in      the  "Ring"  For      Bales,      says     I; We  thought  when  we     got 
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New      Orleans      To    get        a    peep      be-hind  the  scenes, "And  we'll  all      drink    stone    blind, 
in  the  "Ring, "Greenbacks  would  be        a    doiul  surething,  "And  we'll  all      drink    stone    blind, 
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Johnny  till  up    the  bowl." 

Johnny  fill  up    the  bowl." 
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The  "ring"  went  up,  with  bagging  and  rope. 

For  Bales,  for  Bales  ; 
Upon  the  "Black  Hawk"  with  bagging  and  rope. 

For  Bales,  says  I ; 
Went  up  "Ked  River"  with  bagging  and  rope. 
Expecting  to  make  a  pile  of  "soap," 
"And  we'll  all  drink  stone  blind, 

Johnny  fill  up  the  bowl." 


Our  "ring"  came  back  and  cursed  and  swore. 

For  Bales,  for  Bales  ; 
Our  "ring"  came  back  and  cursed  and  swore, 

For  Bales,  says  I ; 
Our  "ring"  came  hack  and  cursed  and  swore. 
For  we  got  no  cotton  at  Cirand  Ecore, 
".\nd  we'll  all  drink  stone  blind, 

Johnny  till  up  the  howl." 
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But  Taylor  and  Smith,  with  ragged  ranks. 

For  Bales,  for  Kales; 
Bdt  Taylor  and  Smith,  with  ragged  ranks. 

For  Bales,  says  I ; 
But  Taylor  and  Smith,  with  ragged  ranks. 
Burned  up  the  cotton  and  whipped  old  Banks, 
"And  we'll  all  drink  stone  blind, 

Johnny  fill  up  the  bowl.'.' 


Now  let  us  all  give  praise  and  thanks. 

For  Bales,  for  Bales  ; 
Now  let  us  all  give  jiraise  and  thanks, 

For  Bales,  says  I ; 
Now  let  us  all  give  praise  and  thanks, 
For  the  victory!?)  gained  by  General  Banks, 
"And  we'll  all  drink  stone  blind, 

Johnny  fill  up  the  bowl." 
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CAROLINA. 


Words  by  Mrs.  C.  A.  B. 


Music  by  A.  E.  Blackmar. 
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1.  'Mid    her        ru   -    ins      proud  -  ly     stands,  Our  Car    -     o    -    li    .    na 

2.  She     was      first     our     wrongs  to       feel,  Our  Car    -     o    -    li    -    na 

3.  No  -  bly      now      she       bears  her   wrongs,  Our  Car    -     o    -    li    -    na 
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Fet  -  ters       are       up    -    on       her        hands.  Dear  Car     -     o  -  li 

First      to      draw      the        glit  -  t'ring       steel.  Dear  Car      -      o  -  li 

In     her     night     she       still     hath       songs,  Dear  Car     -      o  -  li 
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Yet        she   feels        no     sense      of    sbame,      For         up  -  on       the       scroll      of     Fame 

Read    -    y      first         to     strike    the    blow  At        th' op-pres- sor         and      llie     foe, 

In        the   dust        her      sons      lie     low,  Yet        the' strick  -  en  by       the    foe, 
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She    hath   writ        a        death  -  less    name,  Brave        Car 

And      to      lay     their       etan  -  dard     low.  Brave        Car 

Pride     is      min  -  gl'd        with      her      woe.  Brave        Car 


li  -  na. 
li  -  na ! 
li    -    na ! 
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4  On  her  brow  there  is  no  stain, 

Our  Carolina ! 
She  hath  poured  out  blood  like  rain, 

Dear  Carolina ! 
Vain  her  sufferings  and  her  pains, 
On  her  limbs  are  clanking  chains. 
But  her  glory  yet  remains, 

Brave  Carolina! 


5  Bitterly  we  mourn  her  fate, 

Our  Carolina! 
Cherished  old  Palmetto  State, 

Dear  Carolina ! 
Yet  while  man's  brave  soul  is  free  I 
Honored  proudly  she  shall  be, 
Mother  of  true  chivalry, 

Brave  Carolina. 
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MISSOURI. 


Sphituoso. 


Haerv  Macarthy. 
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1.  Mis-sou    -    ri !  Missou    -rilbrigh 

2.  They'd  forceyou  to  join       in  their 

3.  Mis-sou    -    ri!  Missou    -    rilwhei 

land    of    the  West,  Where  the 
un  -   Iio  -  ly  fight,        With 
e  is    thy  proud  fame  !   Free 

way  -  worn   em  -  i 
fire    and  with  sword, 
land     of  the   West, 

grant 
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thy 
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al  -    ways  found  rest,       AVIio  gave        to     the  farm   -    er      re-ward        for    the  toil  Ex - 

pow'r     and  with  might,    'Gainst  Fath  -  ers    and  Broth  -  ers,    and   kin     -      dred    near,      'Gainst 


once      cher-ish'd  name?    Trod    in  the   dust  by 
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-  penJ   -    ed      in  breaking        and   turn  -  ing    the  soil  ;  A  -  wake       to    the  notes        of    the 

wo    -    men  and  children,       and    all        you  hold  dear  ;They'veo'er  -  run   your  soil,  in  - 

claim    -    ing      tliere'smar-  tial    law         in      the  laud.       Alen    of        Mis-sou-ril  strike 
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bu      -      gle  and  drum!        A -wake    from  your  peace,  for        the      ty  -  rant  hath  come ;       And 
-  suit     -      ed  your  press;      Murder'd       your   cit  -  i  -  zens,  shown  no        re    -     dress;  So 

with    -     out  fear!        Mc-Cul    -    loch,  Jackson,  and    brave  men    are  near;         Then 
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swear        byyourhon-or      that  your  chains  shall  be  riv- en,  And   add  your  bright  Star      to  our 
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THE    SOUTHERN    GIRL. 


THE    HOMESPUN    DRESS. 


With  spirit. 
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1.  Oh, 

2.  My 

3.  The 
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yes,  I     am  a  South  -  ein  girl,      And  glo     -     ry     in  the     name,.. 

home  -  spun  dress        is    plain,        I   know,      My  hat's        pal-met     -    to       too, 

South  -  eru  land's       a      glo  -  rious  laud.    And  has  a      glo  -  rious     cause, . 
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en  -  vy  not  the  North  -  ern  girl  Her  robes  of  beau  -  ty  rare,.., 
sent  the  brav  -  est  of  our  land  To  bat  -  tie  with  the  foe,.... 
sent        our  sweet-hearts    to         the   war,      But  dear     girls,  nev     -     er     mind,. 
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And 
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dia  -  monds  grace       her      snow   -   y      neck.      And   pearls      be  -  deck    her        hair., 
we         will    lend  a        help  -  iiig     hand,      We      love       the  South,  you       know 

sol    -    dier-boy        will     ne'er      for    -    get        The      girl       he      left      be    -    hind. 


> 


§: 


!^= 


^v — ': i^- 


:*=t 


582 


THE    SOUTHERN    GIRL. 


ijfcgdifzz::)?:: 


x: 


m 


Hur-rah! Hur-rah! for    the  Suu    -    ny  South       so       dear, Thr 
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cheers  for         the      home  -  spun  dress      that    South  -  ern        la    -    dies       wear ! 
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The  soldier  is  the  lad  for  me, 

A  brave  heart  I  adore ; 
And  when  the  Sunny  South  is  free, 

And  fighting  is  no  more, 
I'll  choose  me  then  a  lover  brave 

From  out  that  gallant  band  ; 
The  soldier  lad  I  love  the  best 

Shall  have  my  heart  and  hand. 


5    And  now,  young  man,  a  word  to  you. 

If  you  would  win  the  fair, 
Go  to  the  field  where  honor  calls, 

And  win  your  lady  there. 
Remember  that  our  brightest  smile.) 

Are  for  the  true  and  brave. 
And  that  our  tears  are  all  for  those 

Who  fiU  a  soldier's  grave. 
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THE   UPIDEE    SONG. 
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Music  arranged  by  A.  E.  Rlackmar. 
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mat  -    ter  should  it      rain      or      snow,  That     Bug  -  ler       he        is      bound   to      blow. 
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He  saw,  as  in  their  bunks  they  lay, 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la, 
IIow  soldiers  spent  the  da>yning  day, 

Tra  la  la  la  la, 
There's  too  much  comfort  there,  said  he, 
And  so  I'll  blow  the  "Reveille." 


They  scarce  their  half  cooked  meal  begin, 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la. 
Ere  orderly  cries  out  "Fall  in," 

Tra  la  la  la  la, 
Then  off  they  march  through  mud  and  rain. 
P'raps  only  to  march  back  again. 


In  nice  log  huts  he  saw  the  light, 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la, 
Of  cabin  fires,  warm  and  bright, 

Tra  la  la  la  la, 
The  sight  afforded  him  no  lieat, 
And  so  he  Bounded  the  "Retreat." 


But  soldiers,  you  were  made  to  fight, 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la. 
To  starve  all  day  and  watch  all  night, 

Tra  la  la  la  la. 
Should  you  have  to  get  bread  and  meat, 

That  Bugler  will  not  let  you  eat. 


Upon  the  fire  he  saw  a  pot, 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la, 
Of  sav'ry  viands  smoking  hot, 

Tra  la  la  la  la. 
Said  he,  they  shant  enjoy  that  stew. 
Then  "Boots  and  Saddles"  loudly  blew. 


Oh,  hasten  then,  that  glorious  day, 

Tra  la  la,  tra  la  la, 
When  buglers  shall  no  longer  play, 

Tra  la  la  la  la. 
When  we,  through  Peace,  shall  be  set  free 
From  "Tatoo,"  "Taps"  and  "Reveille." 
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DIXIE,    THE    LAND    OF    KING    COTTON. 

Words  by  Capt.  Hughes.  Music  by  John  H.  Hewitt. 

Maestoso.  JL  a.     .»^^ 
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1.  Oil,      Dix  -  ie!  the  land    of  KingCotton, 

2.  When    Lib  -  er- fy  sounds  her  war  rat-tie, 

3.  May  the  names  of  the  dead  that  wt  cherish, 


The  home  of  the  brare  and  the  free  ; 
De-  niand  -  ing  herrightand  her  due  ; 
Fill  mem  -  o-ry'scup      to  the  brim; 


A        na  -  tion  by  free-doni    be-gotten, 

The      first    land  that  ral  -  lies  to  battle. 

May  the  lau  -  rels  we've  won  never  perish, 


The      ter  -  ror    of  des  -  pots  to     be. 

Is      Dix  -   ie,  the  home  of  the  true. 

Nor  our  stars    of  their  glo  -  ry  grow  dim. 


-^i: 


-± 


f 


-^r. 


lY  PERMISSION   OF   H.   I..   SCHREINER. 


DIXIE,    THE    LAND    OF    KING    COTTON. 


587 


.^_  s. 


^^^^ 


AVIier  -  ev    -   er  tliy  ban  -  ner    is  elroaming,       Base      ty  -  ran- ny  quails    at  lliy  feet ; 
Tluck  as  tlie  leaves  of  tlie  fuiest  in  suiiinier,         Her      brave  sons  will  rise      on  tlie  plain  ; 
May  the  States  of  the  8uutU   uev-er    sever,  But    companions  of     free  -  iloni  e'er  be  ; 
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And      lib-er-ty's      sun  -  light  is  beaming 
And   then  strike  till  each  Vandal  com-er 
May    they  flourish  Confed'rate  forev-er, 
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Lies   dead      on  the  soil      he  would  stain 
The     boast      of  the  brave  and  the  free. 
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> : rZ  J  _^ - 


Pg 


f1 


ti-t 


r#-#— • -0-0—0- 


^ 


-0.0  0— i 


'J.—T 


-0—0- — 0—i-  -r 


^= 


i= 


zzzt 


:ii:ifeit^: 
-i — 0^00- 


fri^ 


:^ir:: 


3tt=:fci^: 


:p=^ 


z^z^ 


E^ 


S 


May  our  banner      triumphant-ly     wave,  O-ver    Pixie,      the     land  of  the  brave  I 
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THE    MOTHER   OF   THE    SOLDIER   BOY. 


Poetry  by  T.  H.  Bayly. 

Erprcssivo. 


Composed  by  H.  L.  Schkeinee. 
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1.  Why      dai 

2.  Her      on 


ly   goes         yon    Ma    -     tron  forth,        As         'twere       to   trace  the 
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(lead  ?  No  stain        of  gore  is    on  the  earth,        On  flow'rs     and  grass         we 

.  lief,  Unmark'd,  she  pass     -     es  with  despair,         Still  re      -      centseems      her 
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crys     -      tal  wa     -      ters  glide; 
ma    -    tron  dreams     of    J07, 
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brave        men  fought    and     died] 
seek  her  sol    -     dier    boy, 


Here  brave    men  fought      and  died. 
To  seek  her  sol,    -     dier  boy. 
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WHEN    UPON    THE    FIELD    OF    GLORY. 


ANSWKR  Tn 


Words  by  J.  H.  Hewitt. 
Moderato  con  expressione. 


WHEN    THIS    CRUEL    WAR    IS    OVER. 

Music  by  H.  L.  ScHRErNEE. 
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1.  When  up- on     the  field   of      glo  -  ry,  'Mid    the 

2.  Oft  I  think   of  joys  de  -  part  -  ed.  Oft       I 

3.  When  I  stand,  a    lone-  ly      pick  -  et,  Gaz  -  ing 

4.  When  the   bul  -  let,  ewift-ly      fly  -  ing  Thro'  the 
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And  the  smoke  of  can-non  curl    -  ing 

When  night's  sis-ters  throw  a  -  round  me, 

As  she  walks  her  star-ry  path    -  way. 

Hits  its  mark,  my  sorrow' d  bo    -  som, 


Round  the    moun    -    tain    high ; 
Their  star' d   can      -      o   -   py. 

In    night's  si     -      lent  noon; 
Leav  -  ing  death's      pang  there; 
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TlieQ     Bweel  inem'ries  will  came  o'er 
Die;uiis       60  dear  come  o'er  my    pil     - 
I  ■nill  think  tliattliou  art   look    - 

Then         my  tho'tsou  thee  will  turn, 


me, 

low, 


love, 


Paint  -    ing  home  and 

Bring  -    ing    up       the 
On  her    pla  -   cid  face. 

While  I     pros-  trate  lie.. 


thee, 
past., 


Nerv  -    ing  me    to  deeds  of 

Oh  I  how  sweet  the  soldier' 

Then  onr  tho'ts  will  meet  to 

My  pale  lips  shall  breathe 


dar    -      ing, 
i   vis     -      ions! 
-  getli     -     er, 
'God  bless  thee- 


Struggling      to  be    free. 

Oh!     how    short  they  last! 

In        a      hcav'n  -    ly    place. 

For    our    cause  I      die!" 
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ALL  QUIET  ALONG  THE  POTOMAC  TO-NIGHT. 


Words  by  Lamar  Fontaine. 


Music  by  J.  H.  Hewitt. 
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Is    shot,      as  he  walks  on  his  beat  to  and  fro,      By  a      ri  -  fleman  hid  in   the 
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thicket ;  'Tis  nothing,     a    pri  -  vate  or    two  now  and  then,  Willnotcoimt  in  the  news  of  the 
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bat -tie;  Not  an      of  -  fi- cer  lost,  on- Ir  one  of  the  men. Moaniug  out  all  alone  the  death 
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All    qui       -      et  a  -  long the  Pot-o      -      mac      to    -    night.". 


2  "All  quiet  along  the  Potomac  to-night," 

Where  the  soldiers  lie  peacefully  dreaming. 
And  their  tents  In  the  rays  of  the  clear  autumn  moon 

And  the  light  of  the  camp  (Ires  are  eleamlng. 
A  tremulous  sigh,  as  the  gi^utle  night  wind 

Thro'  the  forest  leaves  slowly  Is  creeping. 
While  the  stars  up  above,  with  their  glittering  eyes. 

Keep  guard  o'er  the  army  while  sleeping. 


4  Then  drawing  his  sleeve  roughly  over  his  eyes, 

He  dashes  oft  the  tears  that  are  welling; 
And  gathers  his  gun  close  up  to  his  breast. 

As  If  to  keep  down  the  heart's  swelling, 
lie  passes  the  fountain,  the  blasted  pine  tree. 

And  his  footstep  Is  lagging  and  weary; 
Yet  onward  he  goes  thro'  the  broad  belt  of  light. 

Towards  the  shades  of  the  forest  so  dreary. 


S  There's  only  the  sound  of  the  lone  sentry's  tread. 

As  he  tramps  from  the  rock  to  the  fountain. 
And  thinks  of  the  two  on  the  low  trundle  bed. 

Far  away  In  the  cot  on  the  mountain. 
Ills  musket  falls  slack—  his  f;u!e,  dark  and  grim, 

Grows  gentle  with  memories  tender. 
As  he  nutters  a  prayer  for  the  children  a.sleep. 

And    hekr  mother— "may  Heaven  defend  her." 


5  Hark!  was  Ifthe  night  wind  that  rustles  tJie  leavesf 
Was  It  the  moonlight  so  woudrously  flashing? 
It  looked  like  a  riflel  "Hal  Mary,  good -byel" 

And  his  life-blood  Is  ebbing  and  plashing. 
"AH  quiet  along  the  Potomac  to-night," 
No  sound  save  the  rush  of  the  river; 
AVhlle  soft  falls  the  dew  on  the  face  of  the  dead, 
"The  Picket's"  off  duty  forever. 
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THE  WEARING    OF   THE    GREY. 
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1.  Oh!    have    you   heard    the       cm  -  el     news?     a    -    las      it        is      too     true,  Up 

2.  I        met        a       Mis  -  sis   -   sip  -    pi  -    an;     right    hard  my   hand   he    wrung;  The 
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-  on       the      Ap  -  po  -    mat  -  tox  down  went     our    cross      of      blue,  Our 

tears  were      in       his    daunt  -  less      eyes     and       fait-' ring      was       his   tongue,        As       in 
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ar-mies    have     sur  -  reu  -  der' d,  we       bow      to      North-ern      sway,         And    for   - 

bro  -  ken   words     he  told  me       of      that     dis    -    as  -  trous      day,  Which 
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made       a     badge     of  in    -   fa  -   my     the    wear  -  ing       of      the     Grey, 
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more       on      fields      of        bat    -    tie  waves    the      ban  -  ner       of      our      pride;  In 

hon    -    or         to       the        soi   -  dier  who  still       is       firm  and       true,  And 
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shame     up   -   on      the     south- ern    breast  that    bears    the      foe- man's  blue:  While 
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round      the      Blue     Eidge  rock  -  y      peaks  the       eve  -  ning    mist  shall    play, 
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low        lie       they     who        guard  -  ed  it,         the         wear  -  ers        of         thy        Grey. 

like      our     moun-tains,        nev   -   er      leave     the        wear  -  ing        of        the        Grey. 
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THE    SWORD    OF    ROBERT    LEE. 


Words  bv  Rev.  A.  J.  Ryan. 


Music  arranged  bv  A.  E.  Blackmar. 


Marziale. 
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1.  Forth       from     its  scab-bard, pure  and  briglit, 

2.  Out  of       its   scab-bard where         full     long, 

3.  Forth       from     its  scab-bard, high        iu     the  air, 


M 


i- 


1    1  V    I 


nT\ 


:i!t 


ITE 


g 


:s:p= 


-U- 


1^=t:: 


Forth      flash'd  the  sword         of  Lee  1 

It  slumber' d  perce    -     ful      -      ly, 

Be     -     neath  Vir-gin      -      ia's  sky. 
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Forth    from    its  scab-bard, . 

Out        of      its  scab-bard,. 

Forth     from    its  scab-bard, . 
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pure  and     bright, 

where  full      long, 

high  in     the    air, 
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Forth      flash'd  the  sword         of  Lee! 

It  slumber'd  perce    -     ful     -      ly, 

Be     -     neathVir-gin      -      ia's  sky, 
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Far          in      the  front 

of    the  dead  -  ly  fight.                High 
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Rous' d  from     its  rest 
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cause  of  the  Eight, 
sml  -  ting  the  strong, 
knelt  to      swear, 


Its  stain  -  less  sheen. 
Guard  -  ing  the  right. 
That     where  that  sword 


like  a  bea  -  con-light, 
a  -  veng  -  ing  the  wrong, 
led,     they  would  dare 
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-     ed      the  sword         of  Lee !    >■  Sword !  sword       of     brave  Rob 

low  and  to  die.     J 
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4  Out  of  its  scabbard,  never  hand 
Waved  sword  from  stain  as  free, 
Out  of  its  scabbard,  never  hand 

Waved  sword  from  stain  as  free, 
Nor  purer  sword  led  braver  band, 
Nor  braver  bled  for  a  brighter  land, 
Nor  brighter  land  had  cause  as  grand. 
Nor  cause,  a  chief  like  Lee. 


5  Forth  from  its  scabbard,  how  we  prayed 

That  sword  might  victor  be  ! 
Forth  from  its  scabbard,  how  we  prayed 

Tliat  sword  might  victor  be. 
And  when  our  triumph  was  delayed, 
And  many  a  heart  grew  sore  afraid, 
We  still  hoped  on,  while  gleamed  the  blade 

Of  noble  Robert  Lee. 


Forth  from  its  scabbard,  all  in  vain, 
Forth  flashed  the  sword  of  Lee, 

Forth  from  its  scabbard,  all  in  vain. 

Forth  flashed  the  sword  of  Lee. 
'Tis  shrouded  now  in  its  sheath  again. 

It  sleeps  the  sleep  of  our  noble  slain. 

Defeated,  yet  without  a  stain, 
Proudly  and  peaoefnlly. 
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GEN.  LEE'S  FAREWELL  ADDRESS. 


General  Orders  Nd  9i  Headquarters  Mrmy  Northern  Uirginia, 

Mppamattax  C.  H.,  Ilpril  IDth,  IBB 5. 

Rfter  four  years  cf  arduous  service,  marked  by  unsurpassed  courage 
and  fortitude,  the  "Mrmy  of  Northern  Uirginia  "  has  been  compelled  to  yield 
to   overwhelming  numbers  and  resources, 

I  need  not  tell  the  brave  survivors  of  so  many  hard  fought  battles,  urhcr 
have  remained  steadfast  to  the  last,  that  I  have  consented  to  this  result  from: 
no  distrust  of  them:  but  feeling  that  valor  and  devotion  could  accomplish 
nothing  that  would  compensate  for  the  loss  that  must  have  attended  a  con- 
tinuance of  the  contest,  I  determined  to  avoid  the  useless  sacrifice  of 
those   whose  past  services  have  endeared  them   to   their   countrymen, 

By  the  terms  of  agreement,  officers  and  men  can  return  to  their 
homes  and  remain  until  exchanged,  You  will  take  with  you  the  satis- 
faction that  proceeds  from  the  consciousness  of  duty  faithfully  performed, 
and  I  earnestly  pray  that  a  merciful  God  will  extend  to  you  His  blessiny 
and  protection,  U/ith  an  unceasing  admiration  of  your  constancy  and  de- 
votion to  your  Country,  and  a'  grateful  remembrance  of  your  kind  andl 
generous  consideration   far  myself,  I  bid  you  all  an   affectionate  Farewell. 

R.  E.  LEE. 
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Words  by  Will  C'arleton. 
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Music  by  O.  B.  Ormsby. 
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Par  -  cuts 


aud   broth-er       and    Lus-baad     and  lov-er;        Shrine       inyourliearlsthese  dead 
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Par-ents    and  broth-er       and    hus-band     aud   lov-er;        Shrine       in  your  hearts  these  dead 
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he  -  roes        of    ours,      And   cov  -  er       them      o  -  ver        with    beau  -  ti     -    ful  flowers! 
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A  TEAR  FOR  THE   COMRADE  THAT'S   GONE. 


Words  by  Capt.  Thomas  F.  Winthrop. 


Music  by  James  li.  Murray. 
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1.     With  gar -lands  of  ro  -   ees,  with  hearts  fidl  of  love,     In      fund  -  est     remembrance  we 
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2.     The      ro   -   ses  may  come  iu    the    gar  -  deu    of  horae,And     sum  -  mcr  will  glad-den    the 
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3.     To  -   geth   -  er    we  stood  in     the  thick     of   the  fray,   To  -  geth  -  er  we've  stem'd  the  red 


s 


^M^ 


4-i 


-A— tr- 


iv— trr 


--t^-N- 


-d^d-m d-^^rd d-d-d^ 


H» ^^^-^ »—»- 


M-M- 


iSEfc 


:E2 


=h 


iztttt 


^^- 


BE+===: 


-0 0 •- 


£ 


-« 0 0- 


t 


y.ts>-  -wiS^ 


COPTRIOHT  MDCCCLXX   BY   ROOT  £  CADY. 


p 


t^^- 


A    TEAR    FOR    THE    COMRADE   THAT'S    GONE. 


605 


ri--'- 


-0 0-^* — #- 


g-Jh 


5=.=:;^T 


-\— V- 


zgzaL 


UdMl 


To     Ihe    Cit    •    y      of     Si  -  lencf,  the     land      of    Ihe  dead,         Far, 


nt 


earth, 


-^-^- 


-N — ^ 


-*--!- 


4-»-m 


-^=^ 


-w-   -" 
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far      from   the  world's  bus  -  y     hum, 
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No      more    shall    our      bii        gle    liis 


Sag  o'      his  Jove        he    has  died. 
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sigh   for  the  heart  that  must  pass  neath  the  rod.  And  a    tear    for  the  com-rade  that's  gone. 
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Rest  from  the  war-fare,     rest,  heroes, rest ;         Dust     to  the  dust,  the    soul   with  the  blest ; 
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Repeat  last  time  pp. 
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Rest, 


Rest, 


Dear  -  est  and  brav  -  est  and   best. 


?nq=:^ 


-9-^ 


-0 — 0—0—G>- 1  *        9  ±J. — 01 


iti 


m 


Rest   ev- er-last  -  iug,    rest  soldiers,  rest ;      Dear-  est  and  brav  -  est  and   best. 
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Rest  ev- er-last  -  iug,     rest  soldiers,  rest ;      Dear-  est  and  brav  -  est  and   best. 
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SLEEP  SACRED  DUST  OF  NOBLE  DEAD. 

J.  R.  Murray. 


Tenderly. 
AIR. 
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I,     O  brothers,  while  with  ten-der   grief  Our  fall-ing  tears      be  •  dew     your  grave, 
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2.     In    patriot   hues  we  write   a   -  new  Our  pledge  of  gra  -    ti    -    tude     and   love; 
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With  smiling    bud  and  bloom  and  leaf,  We  wreathe  your  names  so    true     and  biave; 
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As  flow'rs  of     red  and  white  and     blue         We  twine  each  low,  green  mound    a  -  bove. 
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For  with  the    conq'ring      Prince    of    Peace,  In  God's  great  arm    •  y      on         ye     go ; 
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The  red  shall  show  the     blood    they  shed  ;       The  white,  souls    loy  •  al        to        the    last. 


lissiii^ti 


ifgE 


^13=3 


COPYRIGHT  MDCCCLXXIV   BY  S.  BKAI.V.IHD  S  SONS. 


SLEEP,    SACRED    DUST    OF    NOBLE    DEAD. 


609 


Pi^ii^^teEi^^i^it^feisj 


Where  joy -ful     ser  •  vice      ne'er   shall  cease,  And  tears  of      sor  •   row  nev    •    er     flow. 
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The  blaeheav'n'stri-umpb  arch      o'er  head,  Thro' which  to  God's  "well    done"  they  passed. 
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Sleep,sacred  dust  of     coble  dead.  Spring's  brightest  bloom  shall  deck  your  bed.  March 

Spriog's  brightest  bloom  shall  deck  your  bed. 


-i/ 


Spring's  brighiebi,bright- est  bloom  shall    deck  your    bed.         March 


Sleep,sacred  dust  of     Doble   dead,  Spring's  bright  est,  bright-  est  bloom  shall    deck  your    bed.  March 


s^ii^^i^ie^^te 


Maestoso.     In  march  time. 


^^m^^S- 


--e 


^3 


111 


7^ 


march  on,  brave    souls    Jut  won  the        vie 

H \- 


tor's  palm  on  high. 


::^r^ 


m\\ 


march  on,  brave  souls  that      won  the         vie 


tor's  palm  on  high. 


^|aJ-?j|B^5^iE^^gE^^SSEj^g"^|gLi|j 


n, march  on,  march  on,  march  oa  brave      souls        that  won,that  won   the    victor's,     victor's    palm    on      high. 
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TO-DAY  THIS   HALLOWED   PLACE   WE  SEEK. 


J.  R.  Murray. 


m^ 


.Q:r.- 


:^^ 


g- 


^- 


1.  A  -  gain Spring'ssoft. 

2.  To  -  day this      bal 

ALTO. 


.  green  rol>e is     spread Where 

low'd    place we      seek, And 


S^fe-=^=?%^^^-fe^fe_^?. 


A- gain,       a  -  gain  Spring's  soft  green  robe,  Spring's  soft  green  robe    is  spread,  is  spread,  Where 
TENOR. 


1=:^P=t 


^  ^ — ^-^ 


2.     To-  day,       to  -  dsy      this    hal-  low'd  place.  This  hal-  low'd  place    *e  seek,     we  ss--' 

BASS. 


3iEti= 


piil^^f=i=ll^iL?l^i^ 


their 
ward 


grate 
turn 


coun 
ten 


try's      breast, the 

der        thought While 


on,   where  on      their    grate  -  ful  coun  -  try's  breast,    their  grate  •  ful      cc 


u — I 

back-ward,  back-ward    turn    our    ten  -   der    tho't,       our   ten  •  der,      ten  -  der      tho't.  While 


-0—0- 


its: 


,5s 


f^' 


§1 


V-i 


^*=g=iiE 


-i=?a?=r 


i^^tzv: 


forms of 

grate       •         •        ful 


our brave     sol         •         •  dier       dead . . 

lev       -        •        ing    words we       speak, 


Lie 
For 


forms,  the    forms   of 


il^=ESl3^si^l^^^ 


our    brave  sol  •  dier  dead,       of       our   brave    sol   -   dier  dead,      Lie 


5:^=:f=i=ii 


i 


iPi:: 


S-z 


grate  -  ful,  grate  •  ful      lov    ■  ing  words  we    speak,  while  lov    •    ing    words      we  speak.   For 
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t^ 


SSe^^ 


dust. 
all.. 


is         dust, in       peace 

their      li.e and     death . 


ful      rest 

have  wrought. 


^0^M 


;:zq: 


dust      so  dust,      lie      dust         to    dust,        in    peace  -  lul      rest,      in        peace  -  ful   rest. 


I 


^:^=:1=:i^ 


^-^       d      m 


S 


^— * 


S     -f^    -Ny 


PI 


all,      for     all      their      life       and  death,    their     life      and    death    have  wrought,have  wrought. 


REFRAIN. 

Siow, 


&^ 


■xf 


— <5*-^ 
Rest, 


i5»-*- 


-(5>-- 
rest. 


^^ 


F=1= 


(Su- 
rest 


S^= 


in    realms    of         joy,         ye 


\m 


-is- ' 


'-z^- 


■=lp^^l3pi; 


XT 


^g^        ""^^ ^=^-" 


Rest, 


reit. 


rest, 


brave and      blest, 


rest. 


r^?=l2: 


V"- 


||p^i,|^:g,|pL=g^|p|^ 


t>" 


gl 


»' 


biave ana      blest. 


rest. 


rest, 


rcst!. 


fe 


-^-pr 
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REST,    COMRADES,    REST. 

MEMORIAL    HYMN    FOR    MALE   VOICES. 


Andantino 


O.  B.  Ormsby. 


-^ 


lA-f— ^— ^= 


-1?— ^— ?^— l?^b^— b*- 


tzrinzz^zT 


i^    ?    W    'i^    >^— k- 


wea  -  ry     eye-lid    clos  -  es.  Slumb' ring  ia  your  tents  ye    lie,  Wliile  the    tu-mult  pas  -  ses    by, 

i^ — s — ^   >   N — s — 


N     N     N 


=i2^i=t 


>r— ^ — V 


' — • — ^^^ 


^-^ 


-*— *— d 


^i^=pzqEzp^ 


^^-•-* 


f=^=^=^ 


-^4 


2^^=?: 


21 


-^^-^- 


S 


wea- ry    eye-lid    clos  -  es.    Will  ye  hear  the  songs  we  sing,  Wear  the  garlands  that  we  bring? 


zqzi 


H«— *— ^L_#— ^ 


-i>^— »^       y       g=^/- 
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^^-i^^g=;^^±i 


=P=p: 


_T-il 


i^ifeE: 


*ii^ 


Heeding  not  the  years  that  sweep  O'er  your  si- lent.peaceful  sleep;  Tbo' we  call,     ye        answer  uof, 
-y    ^     > — N 1 i'r\-i'T\/T\—r 


^=?=^ 


v— V- 


V — l^-l — 


3*=p: 


it=t: 


#=P=P= 


t=t: 


Shall  no  word  of  praise  or  blame  Reach  and  stir  your  hearts  again?  Still  we  call;    but,   cares  for-got. 


isfe 


3=P= 


f=^ 


=1= 


:?vr^ 


:S=S: 


1^=SzDtatif=f: 


»;*^/-t'— / 


?r-=^ 


E^^ 


3=*= 


J= 


±: 


-^— s^ 


?|e: 


_f2.. 


^— ^-^ 


XT- 


a  tempo 


Life  with   all     its  cares  for-got.        Rest. comrades, rest, 

-Ai — 1— H — , \ — ■:——[—_[ 1 1 — ^ 


Crown'd  with  wreaths  of  ro-  ses. 


:tCtif:i2# 


v=^^=S 


-0—0 — 15>- 


-0 — •• 


:t^=t- 


=^=^= 


M^ 


Ye  slumber  on  and  answer  not ; 


9S 


Comrades,rest,Crown'd  with  wreaths  of  ro- ses. 


i=B; 


--I — p-j— J 


i^c:^ 


jtzMi 


^^m 


^ 


s^ 


5  *  ^I'^ 


Rest, comrades,  rest. 


'*!«  ■^- 


:&W 


in?: 


:f5^ 


-/r\-rrs 


--^r* 


d — ^ — J— 


tj 


pi 


SJ 


13! 
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:=t: 
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THEY    REST    IN    PEACE. 


Moderato,    mf 


Collin  Coe. 


e^ 


*=t 


ST— 3^1 


SEE3: 


;t33 


;^— ?: 


1.  They      rest  in  peace,        they  rest      in  peace  un  -  brok-en ;  Honor'd  braves! 

2.  They      rest  in  peace,         no  rude      a-  lariu  can  wake  them,        Honor'd  braves! 


they 


f=^=^E£B 


:^=q= 


-•-^ 


atztzMzzt 


1.  They      rest  in  peace,        they  rest      in  peace,  in  peace  un  -  brok-en,  Honor'd 

2.  They      rest  in  peace,         no  rude      a-  larm  can      ev  -  er     wake  them,     Hoiioi'd 


bravesi  in 
braves!  they 


m 


^w=. 


=t=F 


i^ 


^=1 


SS4 


1.  They      rest  in  peace,        they  rest      in  peace,  in     peace,  Honor'd  braves!  in 

2.  They      rest  in  peace,         no  rude      a-  larm  can   wake  them,        Honor'd  braves!  they 


SE^EEE 


--tr 


-0- — • — »- 


~xsi. 


-^1=^=^ 


I      I  f=^ — •  '  r*  ^ — 


_p — ^ 


I 


peace,  in      peace        un   -    brok-en. 


Glor  -  ious  things    of      them    are    spok  -  en ; 


I^ 


szt^ 


■iS>- 


1^—^- 


w-^-^ — :^» — ^- 


^^- 


■^--x 


—<s>-^- 


^i 


E 


lyzp: 


*-*— r 


no    sound        can        wake  them. 


To      your  hearts  in      mem-'ry      take  them; 


i.-=i 


--N- 


-•-i— •- 


Its*; 


^^- 


^^S^^ 


Love    andhon-or     be  their  tok -  en !  Heroes,  rest,         rest,  rest         in  peace! 


:t^^ 


-j^d— *-F 


.     =4 


3E 


«— »^ 


•--•-^= 


:t: 


2P^=^ 


^1 


t; 


'ElE^ 


=1-1 — ^- 


^ 


h^-^— h-h- — zzi 


IS 


Wreaths  of  sweetest  flow-ers  make  them!  Heroes,  rest,        rest,  rest         in   peace! 


i^^lzpi^z^ 


/=--t=t: 


:q=^::]=- 


_^i •_ 


iilzzitil-Sz: 


:e=i: 
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THE    STAR    SPANGLED    BANNER. 

QUARTETTE,    OR    SOLO    AND    CHORUS. 

Arranged  bv  Collin  Coe. 
If  sung  as  Qttartette  use  Accompaniment  as  Voice  part. 

Con  Spiriio. 


I 


s=i 


*     * 


9i^ 


:^EE± 


1.  o 

2.  On      the 

3.  And 

4.  O 


r— f 


fe 


3E3^: 


-N=NPE 


:?=?: 


3tzt 


?=#t 


-t5>- 


:W=t: 


Bay     can    you  see  by  the  dawn's  earl  -  y      liglit,  What  so  proud  -  ly   wehail'd     at  the 

shore  dim  -  ly  seen  thro'  the  mist     of      the    deep,  Wliere  the  foe's  haugh-ty       host  in 

where    is      that  band  who    bo  vaunt- ing  -  ly     swore,  That  the  hav  -  oc    of     war      and  the 

thus    be       it      ev  -     er,  when  free -men  shall   stand  Be  -  tween  their  lov'd  home,  and  the 


i 


^i\ 


f 


'm 


^^^ 


m 


s^fej^^^^^ 


5i=fcES 


«— *- 


^ 
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THE    STAR    SPANGLED    BANNER. 


:=t-f=J:=a=:t^5E3=i* 


1— ^ 


:p=^ 


N==^-r 


-|  1  I  -r> pv- 


twilight'slastgleaming?  Wbosebroadstripesandbriglitstars  thro'  the  per  -  il  -  ous  fight,  O'er  the 
dread  si-lenee  re -poses,  What  is  that  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the  tow  -  er  -  ing  steep  As  it 
bat  -  tie's  con-fu  -  sion,  A  home  and  a  couii  -  try  shall  leave  us  no  more?  Their 
war's  des  -o   -   la  -  tioa  |  Blest  with  vic-t'ry     and  peace,    maytheheav'n    rescued  land.    Praise  the 


I 


-^-^ 


5«=pc 


-^— ^ 


-&- 


^~^- 


3^ 


ram-parts   we  watch' d,  were  60  gal  -  lant  -  ly    streaming?  And  the  rock-et's    red  glare,  the  bombs 
fit  -  ful  -  ly     blows,   half  conceals,  half    dis  -  clo  -  ees?  Now  it  catch  -  es    the  gleam       of    the 
blood  has  wash'd  out  their  foul   foot-steps    pol  -  lu  -  tion.       No        re  -  fuge  could  save  the 

Pow'r  that  hath    made    and  pre-serv'd  us       a      na  -  tion.      Then   con-quer    we    must,  when  our 


I 


• — -# — 4- 


-&- 


>=^ 


V— V- 


■d—4- 


-Dz=5 


r^^ 


s—^ 


-^- 


£ 


f=F 


:«t: 


t=c: 


i 


s^ 


--i=^ 


-i5>- 


burst  -  ing  in  air,  Gave  proof  through  the  night    that      our      flag    was  still  there. 

morning's  first  beam,  In      full         glo  -  ry        re  -  fleeted  now  shines  on  the  stream. 

hire  -  lings  and  slave  From    the       terror  of    flight      or       the  gloom     of  the  grave. 

cause      it  is  just.  And    this          be    our      mot  -  to,      "In     God      is  our  trust." 


THE    STAR    SPANGLED    BANNER. 


617 


1=%' 


d        d        d 


^J 


\-—\ — I— 


^ 


Oh  say,      does       that         star       span  -  gled       ban    -      ner  yet  wave, 


~^-^  1 — I — --P    i    n — ^-  =3 


-<^-* 


'Tis      (he    star        span  -  gled  ban    -    ner,  O!       long  may  it  wave. 


:=^ 


:1= 


Jt=^=?c 


iit: 


^?=P 


t^ — i^- 

And     the   star       span  -  gled         ban   -     ner         in  tri    -     umph        doth  ave, 


9^ 


ip^n 


-i»< — >^- 


EE 


And     the  star       span  -  gled         ban    -    ner  in  tri     -     umph        shall      wave. 


^3=3=^=^5 


t^ 


f-^ 


I  I 

. f   ^   ♦   Jt   ♦       i 


±: 


:^ 


:=t: 


i 


i 


— N 5v 

-# — •— 


^^S! 


£^ 


?2= 


O'er      the      land  of  the        free  and      the    home        of  the      brave? 


d^^ 


I 


-N N- 


-e — •— -•- 


-# — • — )- — ! — 


L<=3— zpn 


.j^ — s* 

O'er      the      land  of  the        free  and      the    home         of  the      brave 


^^^ 
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-» — y 


-y — /- 


-h- 


i^ 
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HAIL    COLUMBIA. 


Tempo  di  Marcia. 

-0-'  Af:-  #.   ♦     I   ♦. 

... 


Arranged  by  CoLi.lN  OOE. 
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iaiB-rt^EEE 
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-I — .- 


tS 


^=t=t=t 


=i»=p= 


t: 


i 


-T- 


£^ 


I 


,-^ 


+-         -F-         -•-•-l-H 1— f 


Si^EE^E 


(§!^ggl^ 


li^ 


:^— ^— i»- 


-I b*«^-r — »- 


:Ni:^ 


-^ 


^ 


:Ef3 


--^fT 


-^^_ 


=^=f= 


-^- 


1.  Hail!  Co- lum  -  bia,    hap  -  py    land!  Hail!     ye     he-  roes,heav'n-born  band,     Who 

2.  Im-  luur  -  tal    pat  -  riots,  rise  once  more!     De  -  fend  your  rights,  de-fend    your  shore  ;     Let 


t*^ 


m^ 


-.;r— it 


=i£E 


±~E--fz 


fT 


Eid=?=l±z3= 


-•-— 


-0-i- 


f=f 


1^=:^= 


nt: 


^ 


"^ 


ii3=Ef^3t^:i 


r#--H*-; 


:sa£ 


fought  and  bled    in         free-dora'scause,AVho  fought  and    bled      in  free-dom's cause.  And 

no    rude  foe  with       im  -  pious  hands,  Let    no      rude     foe    with         im  -  pious  hands,  In - 
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when  the    storms  of        war    was   gone,    En    -   joyed      the  peace  your    val  -  or     won.      Let 
vade  the    shrine  where,  ea  -  cred     lies      Of  toll        andoloodthe     well  earn' d  prize!  While 


in    -  de-pendence     be      our  boast,  Ev      -      er  mind    -    fill  what  it       cost ;     * 

off  - 'ring  peace  sin-cere    and  just,         Inheav'n        we  place        a      man-ly       trust        That 


0-^-0- 


.i- 


^=X~ 


Ev  -   er    grateful      for      the    prize:  Let     its        al   -   tar        reach    the      skies! 

truth  and  juB-tice    will      pre- vail,      And  eve  -  ry    scheme  of  bond- age      fail. 


^^^m 


9?^:f^aE 


-^ 


--^^^. 


^^ 


3. 

Sound,  sound  the  trump  of  fame, 

Let  Washington's  groat  name 

Ring  thro'  the  world  with  great  applause. 

Ring  thro'  the  world  with  great  applause, 

Let  every  clime  to  freedom  dear. 

Listen  with  a  joyful  ear. 

With  equal  skill,  with  god-like  power. 

He  governs  in  the  fearful  hour 

Of  horid  war,  or  guides  with  ease 

The  happier  hours  of  honest  peace! 


Behold  the  chief  who  now  commandsl 
Once  more  to  serve  his  country  stands 
Tlie  rock  on  wliich  the  storm  will  beat, 
The  r<i(k  on  which  the  storm  will  beat 
But  arin'd  in  virtue,  firm  and  true, 
His  hopes  are  fixed  on  heaven  and  you! 
When  hojje  was  sinking  in  dismay, 
When  gloom  obscur'd  Columbia's  day. 
His  steady  mind,  from  clianges  free, 
Rcsolv'd  on  death  and  victorv  ! 
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Firm      u  -   nit  -   ed  let       us      be,  Rallying     round  our  lib  -   er  -  tj', 


^r: 
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-0 0 0- 


I 
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^-^-0-^ 
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i^^=t 


'p—i-- 


~9 0         0 


0-M-»-^ 


Firm       u  -    nit   -    cJ  let        us      be,  Kallying     round  our  lib  -    er   -  ty, 
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-J — I — X 


m 


3;^t 


As        a      band      of  brotli-ers    joined,     Peace      and  safe  -  ty  we  shall    find. 
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•^ m- 
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^^==^ 


>  ^    ^ 


:t=t: 


As        a      band      of         broth-ers  joined,       Peaee      and  safe  -  ty  we  shall   find. 
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COLUMBIA,    THE    GEM    OF    THE    OCEAN. 


RED,    WHITE    AND    BLUE. 


Moderalo, 


Arranged  by  CoLLiN  CoE. 
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1.  O     Co- lum  -  bia!  the  gem      of    the      o-cean, 

2.  NVhen       war  waged  its  wide    des  -  o    -    la-tiou, 

3.  The  wine-cup,    the  wiue-cup  bring  hith-er, 


:tt£^ 


The  home     of     the   brave  and  the 
And  threaten'd   the     land    to    de  ■ 
And    till      you     it      true     to   the 


I 


-^^irir 


VI  f 


9i«=l: 


:B:=t 


r|^3^=5 
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^m 


a^i 


t—t *— «r 


Itzzr^z 


s^ 


free, The      shrine        of      each     pa  -  triot's    de    -    vo  -  tioii, 

form, The         ark      then       of      free  -  dom's  foun  -   da  -  tion, 

brim, May  the  wreaths   they    have   won       nev  -  er       with  -  er. 


A 

Vo  . 
Xor 
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COLUMBIA,    THE    GEM    OF   THE   OCEAN. 


1^ 


:i=tz 


:=]= 


world    off  -  ers      hom-age    to    thee. 

-  lum  -  bia  rode      safe  thro'  the  storm  ; 

the      starof  their  glo  -  ry  grow  dim ! 


Tin- 


1^=:::^^^ 
^^S 


:t=^ 


«— ^ 


man  -  dates  make  he  -  rues  as  - 
With  her  gar  -  lands  of  vict-'ry  a  - 
May  the       ser  -  vice       u     -     ni  -  ted  ne'er 


rrcj^-^ 


^=^ 


-#— p= 


-  sem-ble,  When  Lib    -     er  -  ty's  form  stands  in      view, 

round  her,  When  so  proud   -  ly     she    bore      her  brave  crew, 

sev  -  er,  But      they        to    their    col  -  ors  prove   true ! 


Thy 

With  her 

The 
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=P=?e 


?^i= 


^-0^ 
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ban  -  ners  make  ty  -  rau-uy  tremble, 
flag  proudly  float-ing  be  -  fore  her, 
Ar  -  my  and  Na  -  vy    for  -  ev  -  er, 


When    borne   by    the   red,    white  and  blue. 

The      boast    of    the  red,   white  and  blue. 
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Sword  of  Bunker  HiU  ;        But  quickly  from  yon    antlers bringThe Sword   of  Bunker  Hill." 
Sword  of  Bunker  Hill ;      For,  boy,  the  God  of  Freedom  bless'dTlieSword   of  Bunker  Hill." 
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as  he  grasp' d    the      ancient  blade,  He  murmur'd  WABREs'sname  ;      Then  said,  "My  boy,       1 
hiswrinkledliandstillgrasp'dthebladeUp  -  on  that   dy    -    ing   bed.  The   son  remains;     the 
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3.  Let  ma -sic  swell   the  breeze,Andring  from  all   the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  song;  Let  mor-tal 


m^^ 


£iE£ 


^ 


TtztZ^ 


^=it 


4.     Our  father's  God!      to  thee,  Author    of      lib  -  er  -  ty,    To  thee  we   sing;      Longmayour 


§!# 


TtZE 


-0 — •- 


^-^ 


ZltZJt 


iS>- 


±zir 


i3=^r'^' 


:4=k:^=k 


»n/^ 


» 


I        I       I 


:iT^kn^=t4Tt^^ct=f=4 


?^ 


t=fe- 


-P— P- 


-I — h 


t=J: 


m^: 


♦  s*  -^ 


t=i+t=*=-t:d 


i 


P^ 


:p— P- 


'ES: 


iH"=F=i 


fath  -  ers  died.  Land  of    the  pilgrim's  pride.  From  ev-'ry     mountainside    Let     freedom    ringl 


^m^ 


rocks  and  rills,Thy  woods  and  templed  hills,  My  heart  with  rap-  ture  thrills, Like   that    a  -  bove. 
tongues  a-wake.  Let    all  that  breathe  partake.  Let  rocks  their  ei-lence  break, The  sound  pro  -  long. 


*zz«=^  ^33=  i=^^  =iti 


L»— P: 


:t^ 


Eft 


^z 


V- 

land    be  bright  With  freedom'sho-ly  light;  Pro-tect    us      by    thy  might,  Great  God,  our  king! 


I 


i 


i;E-?E£^ 


£ 


3 


-iS'-^ 


-£ 


t^ftf  f  1 


=t=U: 


^t^ 


-p-  P   p^ 


il 


*=?4?=p^ 


^ 


==tE 


r^^-:^5 


5= 


q=l 


iSi 


^' 


^-^ 


♦  ^* 


-•-^ 


EE 


E 


f 


^ 


1 


COPYKIGHT  MDCCCLXXXIV   BY  S.   BRAINARD'S  SONS. 


INDEX  OF  TITLES,  FIRST  LINES  AND  AUTHORS. 


ABRAHAM'S  DAUGHTER  OR  RAW  RECRUITS 4til 

A  FARMER  CAME  TO  CAMP  ONE  DAY C.  D.  Benson    544 

AGAIN  SPRING'S   SOFT  GREEN  ROBE  IS  SPREAD J.  R.  Murray    (ilO 

AH!  WHEREFORE  WOULDST  THOU  LEAVE  OUR  BAND Geo.  F.  Root    422 

A  LIFE  ON  THE  VICKSBURG  BLUFF 557 

ALL  HAIL  TO  ULYSSES Haynes    258 

ALL  HAIL  TO  THEE,  THOU  GRAND  OLD  FLAG H.  T.  Merrill    227 

ALL  HONOR  AND  FAME  TO  THE  GALLANT  AND   BRAVE E.  W.  Hicks    255 

ALL  OUR  LAND  IS  DRAPED  IN  MOURNLNG Geo.  F.  Root    235 

ALL  QUIET  ALONG  THE  POTOMAC  TO-NIGHT John  H.  Hewitt    592 

AMERICA Arranged  by  Collin   Coe    630 

AMERICA!  GEM  OF  THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WORLD Will  S.  Hays    294 

A  MILLION  IN  THE  FIELD Stephen  C.  Foster    304 

ANSWER  TO  WHEN  THIS  CRUEL  WAR  IS  OVER Hermann  L.  Schreineb    590 

A  SOLDIER  OF  THE  LEGION J.  L  Hutchinson    274 

A  TEAR  FOR  THE  COMRADE  THAT'S  GONE J.   R.  Murray    604 

A  THOUSAND  YEARS Henry  C.  Work    202 

AT  LAST  THE  WAR  IS  OVER Kakl  Reden    473 

A  VESPER  SONG,  FOR  OUR  VOLUNTEER  SISTERS R.  S.  Taylor    464 

A  YANKEE  BOY  IS  TRIM  AND  TALL Ajbranged  by  Collis  CoE    627 

BABYLON  IS  FALLEN Henry  C.  Work      39 

BATTLE  CRY  OF  FREEDOM Geo.  F.  Root      93 

BEFORE  THE  BATTLE  MOTHER Geo.  F.  Root      30 

BENNY,  HEA\'ENS,   OH 448 

BINGEN  ON  THE  RHINE J.  1.  Hutchinson    274 

BONNIE  BLUE  FLAG Harry  Macarthy    516 

BOYS  ARE  COMING  HOME R.  E.  Henninos    500 

BOYS  ARE  COMING  HOME  AGAIN Charles  Carroll  Sawyer      87 

BOYS  ARE  MARCHING  HOME Huntlino     506 

BRAVE  BATTERY  BOYS P.  P  Bliss    390 

BRAVE  C.4.R0LINA A.  E.  Blackmar    576 

BRING  THE  GOOD  OLD  BUGLE  BOYS Henry  C.  Work      42 

BROTHER  TELL  ME  OP  THE  BATTLE Geo.  F.  Root     153 

BUGLE  SOUNDS  UPON  THE  PLAIN John  H.  Hewitt    540 

BURY  THE  BRAVE  WHERE  THEY  FALL H.  L.  Frishie     162 

CAN  THE  SOLDIER  FORGET Geo.  F.  Root     150 

CAROLINA A.  E.  Blackmar    576 

CHAUNT  OF  DEFIANCE A.  E.  Blackmar    564 

COLD  IS  THE  BED  FOR  MY  FALLEN  HEAD E.  C.  Howe,  M.  D.    379 

COLUMBIA'S  CALL Geo.  F.  Root    212 

COLUMBIA,  GEM  OF  THE  OCE.A_N Arranged  by  Collin  Coe    621 

COLUMBIA  GREETS  HER  DAUGHTER  TRUE J.  C.  Beckel    374 

COLUMBI.VS  GUARDIAN  ANGELS Henry  C.  Work     139 

COME,  HAPPY  PEOPLE Henry  C.  Work    232 

COME  TUNE  YOUR  VOICE.S,  COMRADES 448 

COME  YOU  FROM  THE  B.A.TTLE-FIELD Geo.  F.  Root    122 

COMING  FROM  THE  COTTON  FIELDS Wallace    166 

COMRADE,  DO  NOT  MOVE  ME  YET Emma  Scarr  Ledsham     261 

COMRADES  HASTEN  TO  THE  BATTLE Geo.  F.  Root    264 


632  INDEX 

PAGE 

COMRADES  1  AM  DYING Sontao    271 

COMRADES  1  AM  GOING  HOME Geo.  A.  Eussell    242 

CONSOLIDATION  MEDLEY,  OR  HURRAH  FOR  UNCLE  SAM C.  A.  White  445 

CONTRABAND  OF  PORT  ROYAL Bernard  Mayeb    404 

CORPORAL  SCHNAPPS Henry  C.  Work  179 

COVER  THEM  OVER O.  B.  Ormsby  601 

CROSS  OF  THE  SOUTH A.  E.  Blackmar  547 

DARKIES  DON'T  YOU  SEE  DE  LIGHT Geo.  F.  Root  470 

DEAD  ON  THE  BATTLE-FIELD J.  C.  Beckel  419 

DEAREST  LOVE  DO  YOU  REMEMBER Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  75 

DE  DARKIES  RALLY W.  W.  Partridge  413 

DE  DAY  OB  LIBERTY'S  COMIN' Geo.  F.  Root  385 

DIXIE  DOODLE Stevens  322 

DIXIE  FOB  THE  UNION Dan  Emmett  513 

DIXIE'S  LAND.     (THE  STAR  OF  THE  WEST) 515 

DIXIE,  THE  LAND  OF  KING  COTTON John  H.  Hewitt  586 

DON'T  YOU  SEE  DE  BLACK  CLOUDS  RISIN' Henry  C.  Work  39 

DREAMING  OF  HOME Charles  Ashman  279 

DRUMMER  BOY  OF  ANTIETEM Fleming  300 

DRUMMER  BOY  OF  6HILOH Will  S.  Hays  174 

DYING  DRUMMER  BOY Howard  379 

DYING  FAR  FROM  THOSE  I  LOVE J.  R.  Thomas  434 

DYING  FLAG  BEARER E.  S.  Ledsham  261 

DYING  VOLUNTEER Beckel  325 

FAREWELL,  FATHER,  FRIEND  AND  GUARDIAN Geo.  F.  Root  235 

FATHER  ABRAHAM'S  REPLY  TO  THE  600,000 Geo.  F.  Root  132 

FIGHT  IT  OUT  HERE  ON  THE  OLD  UNION  LINE Geo.  F.  Root  142 

FIRST  GUN  IS  FIRED Geo.  F.  Root  21 

FLAG  OF  THE  FREE,  THE  STARS  AND  STRIPES H.  L.  Frisbie  350 

FLAG  OF  THE  REGIMENT Easton  550 

FLAG  OF  THE  UNION Geo.  F.  Root  206 

FLAGS  ARE  FLYING  AND  BRAVE  MEN  DYING Stephen  C.  Fosteb  304 

FOES  AND  FRIENDS Geo.  F  Root  480 

FOR  BALES 574 

FOR  THE  DEAR  OLD  FLAG  I  DIE Stephen  C.  Foster  364 

FORTH  FROM  IT'S  SCABBARD,   PURE  AND  BRIGHT A.  E.  Blackmar  597 

FORTUNES  OF  WAR  OFTEN  CHANGE  BOYS C.  Ascher  313 

FOR  UNCLE  SAM,  MY  BOYS Geo.  F.  Root  57 

FORWARD  BOYS,  FORWARD Geo.  F.  Root  394 

FOUR  WEARY  YEARS  OF  TOIL  AND  BLOOD Geo.  F.  Root  483 

GAIN  THE  VICTORY  YET Theodore  F.  Seward  282 

GIRL  I  LEFT  BEHIND  ME S.  Lover  288 

GLORY,  GLORY,  HALLELUJAH Collin  Cob  192 

GOD  BLESS  MY  BOY  TO-NIGHT Lovegrove  410 

GOD  BLESS  OUR  BRAVE  YOUNG  VOLUNTEERS Geo.  F.  Root  114 

GOD  SAVE  THE  NATION Henry  C.  Work  204 

GOOBER  PEAS P.  Ndtt  528 

GOOD  BYE  JEFF P.  P.  Bliss  486 

GOOD  BYE,  OLD  GLORY Geo.  F.  Root  483 

GOOD  NEWS,  GOOD  NEWS  FROM  DIXIE'S  LAND Gustave  Archer  310 

GRAFTED  INTO  THE  ARMY Henry  C.  Work  186 

GRAND  UNION  MEDLEY Bruen  438 

GRIM  VISAGED  WAR  STALKED  THROUGH  VALLEY Will  S.  Hays  453 

HAD  THEY  FALLEN  IN  THE   BATTLE Geo.  F.  Root  60 

HAILl  ALL  HAIL,  THE  REIGN  OF  PEACE Pierson  503 

HAIL  COLUMBIA Arranged  by  Collin  Coe  618 

HAIL  TO  ULYSSES,  THE  PATRIOT'S  FRIEND J.  E.  Haynes  258 

HAPPY  CONTRABAND Emerson  554 

HARK!  DARKIES,  HARK!  IT  AM  DE  DRUM C.  S.  Brainard  416 

HASTE  ON  THE  BATTLE Geo.  F.  Root  407 


INDEX.  633 

FAQI 

HAVE  YOU  SHARPENED  YOUR  SWORDS Geo.  F.  Root    396 

HEAR  THE  TRAMP  OF  ARMIES  ON  THE  DISTANT  PLAIN J.  C.  Hunttino    506 

HEAVEN  COMFORT  THEE,  MY  DARLING Ferdinand  Mayeb      99 

HE  LAY  UPON  HIS  DYING  BED Dernakd  Covert    624 

HERE'S  YOUR  MULE C.  D.  Benson    544 

HERO  OF  LOOKOUT  MOUNTAIN Will  S,  Hays    453 

HE  WAS  NOT  AFRAID  TO  DIE Charles  Carkoli,  Sawyer      90 

HONOR  TO  SHERIDAN Geo.  F.  Root    450 

HOMESPUN  DRESS  ON  THE  SOUTHERN  GIRL A.  E.  Blackmar    580 

HOME,  SWEET  HOME John  Howard  Payne    376 

HOI  RALLY  YE  BRAVES E.  T.  Baldwin      69 

HOW  ARE  YOU  CONSCRIPT Wilder    245 

HOW  ARE  YOU  TELEGRAPH?    (JOHN 'MORGAN'S  SONG) Geo.  W.  Work    248 

HOW  IT  MARCHESI  THE  FLAG  OF  THE  UNION Geo.  F.  Root    206 

HURRAH  FOR  UNCLE  SAM C.  D.  White    445 

I  CANNOT  LEAVE  THE  BATTLE-FIELD M.  Keller    385 

I  AM  DYING  FAR  FROM  THOSE  I  LOVE Thomas    434 

I  DREAMED  MY  BOY  WAS  HOME  AGAIN Charles  Carroll  Sawyer      81 

T  GOES  TO  FIGHT  MIT  SIEGEL Schmidt     182 

IN  THE  FATAL  HOUR  OF  BATTLE Eaton    550 

IX  THE  PRISON  CELL  I  SIT Geo.  F.  Root      24 

INTO  THE  WARD  OF  CLEAN  WHITEWASHED  HALLS J.  H.  Hewitt    530 

INTO  A  WARD  OF  WHITEWASHED  WALLS Mrs.  E.  K.  Crawford     170 

I  LEAVE  MY  HOME  AND  THEE,  DEAR Harry  Macartuy    525 

I'M  A  HAPPY  CONTRABAND Emerson    654 

I  MAY  NOT  KISS  YOUR  BROW  AGAIN H.  T.  Knake    354 

IS  THE  BATTLE  OVER,  MOTHER Benedict  Roefe    156 

IT  IS  MY  COUNTRY'S  CALL.    (THE  VOUNTEER) Harry  Maparthy    525 

I'VE  W^A.NDERED  THROUGH  THE  VILLAGE,  TOM C.  A.  White    445 

I  WISH  I  WAS  IN  DE  LAND  O'   COTTON.     (DIXIE) 515 

JEFF  DAVIS  AWOKE  ONE  MORN'  FROM  A   DREAM Bernard  Covert    458 

JOHN  BROWN'S  BODY  LIES  A  MOULDERING Arranged  by  Collin  Coe     192 

JOHN  MORGAN'S  SONG,  OR  HOW  ARE  YOU  TELEGRAPH George  W.  Work    248 

JOHNNY  COMES  MARCHING  HOME Loris  Lambert    136 

JOY!  JOY!  THE  WAR  IS  OVER Pierson    503 

JUST  AFTER  THE  BATTLE Geo.  F.  Root      33 

JUST  BEFORE  THE  BATTLE,  MOTHER Geo.  F.  Root      30 

KINGDOM  COMING Henry  C.  Work      36 

KNOW  YE  THE  LAND  WHERE  THE  WAR  EAGLE  HOVERS J.  Ford    319 

LAND  OF  KING  COTTON John  H.  Hewitt    586 

LAST  WORDS  OF  A  BRAVE  DRUMMER  BOY Stephen  C.  Foster    364 

LAY  HIS  SWORD  BY  HIS  SIDE J.  M.  Kieffer    388 

LAY  ME  DOWN  AND  SAVE  THE  FL.\G Geo.  F.  Root      48 

LEAVE  ME  HERE  ALONE  TO  DIE Geo.  F.  Root    264 

LET  REBELS  ALL  QUAIL J.  C.  Rockel    344 

LET  THE  BANNERS  WAVE  FOR  THE  HONORED  BRAVE Geo.  F.  Root    450 

LET  THE  WAVES  OF  BATTLE  ROLL Whitlock    496 

LIFE  ON  THE  VICKSBURG  BLUFF 557 

LIFT  UP  YOUR  EYES,  DESPONDING  FREEMEN IIknry  C.  Work    202 

LIKE  A  TRUE  AND  FAITHFUL  SOLDIER Charles  Carroll  Sawyer      90 

LITTLE  MAJOR ....Henry  C.  W'ork      66 

LONELY,  WEARY,  BROKEN  IIE.\RTED Charles  Carroll  Sawyer      81 

MAY  GOD  PROTECT  THE  RIGHT.     (THE  FIRST  GUN  IS  FIRED) Geo.  F.  Root      21 

MARCHING  DOWN  TO  DIXIE'S  LAND E.  W.  Locke    310 

MARCHING  ON  TO  RICHMOND E.  W.  Locke    316 

M.ARCHING  ON  TO  VICTORY Carl  Herman    297 

MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA Henry  C.  Work      42 

MARCH  ON,  MARCH  ON William  Lewis    398 

MARYLAND,  FAIR  MARYLAND Beckel    374 


634  INDEX. 


PAGE 


MARYLAND,  MY  MARYLAND James  R.  Randall  519 

MASSA'S  GWINE  TO  WASHINGTON C.  S.  Brainard  416 

'MID  HER  RUINS  PROUDLY  STANDS  OUR  CAROLINA A.  E.  Blackmar  576 

MINE  HEART  ISH  PROKEN  INTO  LITTLE  PITS Henry  C.  Work  179 

MISSOURI Habry  Macarthy  57» 

MOTHER  AND  SISTER,  I  AM  DREAMING C.  Ashman  279 

MOTHER,  IS  THE  BATTLE  OVER Roefs  156 

MOTHER  OF  THE  SOLDIER  BOY Hermann  L.  Schreiner  488 

MOTHER  WAITING  FOR  THE  NEWS Henry  Castle  176 

MOTHER  WOULD  COMFORT  ME Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  72 

MUFFLED  DRUM  IS  BEATING M.  Deeves  571 

MY  COUNTRYMEN,  PRAY  LISTEN Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  84 

MY  COUNTRY  'TIS  OF  THEE Arranged  by  Collin  Coe  630 

NICODEMUS,  THE  SLAVE Henry  C.  Work  209 

NORTH  AND  SOUTH.     (VOCAL  DUETT) Geo.  F.  Root  422 

NOW  THAT  THE  WAR  IS  OVER H.  E.  Church  215 

O,  BROTHERS,  WHILE  WITH  TENDER  GRIEF James  R.  Murray  608 

O,  COLUMBIA  I  THE  GEM  OF  THE  OCEAN Arranged  by  Collin  Coe  621 

O,  COME,  BROTHERS,  ALL,  'TIS  COLUMBIA'S  CALL Geo.  F.  Root  212 

OH,  BURY  THE  BRAVE  WHERE  THEY  FALL H.  L.  Frisbie  162 

OH  I  COME  YOU  FROM  THE  BATTLE-FIELD Geo.  F.  Root  122 

OH,  DARKIES,  HAB  YE  HEERD  IT D.  A.  French  331 

OH,  DIXIE!  THE  LAND  OF  KING  COTTON John  H.  Hewitt  586 

OH,  HASTE  ON  THE  BATTLE Geo.  F.  Root  407 

OH  I  HAVE  YOU  HEARD  THE  CRUEL  NEWS 594 

OH!  I  WISH  DAT  I  WAS  BACK  IN  LOUISIANA Will  S.  Hays  290 

OH!  KIND  FOLKS,  LISTEN  TO  MY  SONG 61 

OH,  MASSA'S  GWINE  TO  WASHINGTON C.  S.  Brainabd  416 

OH,  PRAISE  AN'  TANKS!  DE  LORD  HE  COME  TO  SET  ME  FREE Mayer  404 

OH  I  SAY  CAN  YOU  SEE,  THROUGH  THE  GLOOM A.  E.  Blackmar  547 

OH,  SING  FOR  ME  TO-NIGHT  THOSE  MERRY  SONGS H.  L.  Frisbie  476 

OH!  SRANGER,  TREAD  LIGHTLY,  'TIS  HOLY  GROUND H.  L.  Schreiner  538 

OH!  WRAP  THE  FLAG  AROUND  ME R.  Stewart  Taylor  51 

OH,  YES,  I  AM  A  SOUTHERN  GIRL 580 

OLD  MASSA  LINKUM,  HE'M  DE  MAN W.  W.  Partridge  413 

O,  SAY',  CAN  YOU  SEE Arranged  by  Collin  Coe  615 

O!  THE  DAY  HAS  COME  AT  LAST Geo.  F.  Root  27 

O,  WRAP  THE  FLAG  AROUND  ME,  BOY'S R.  Stewart  Taylor  51 

O,  YOU  TOLD  ME  THAT  YOU'D  MEET  ME  AT  THE  AVHITE  HOUSE.. P.  P.  Bliss  486 

ON,  ON,  ON Geo.  F.  Root  27 

ON  SHILOH'S  DARK  AND  BLOODY  GROUND Will  S.  Hays  174 

ON  TO  THE  VAN,  PRESS  ON Henderson  319 

ON!  YE  PATRIOTS,  TO  THE  BATTLE Dan  D.  Emmett  513 

ORIGIN  OF  THE  STARS  AND  BARS Harry  Macarthy  568 

OUR  CAPTAIN'S  LAST  WORDS Henry  C.  Work  54 

OUR  CAMP-FIRES  SHONE  BRIGHT  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN 148 

OUR  COMRADE  HAS  FALLEN D.  M.  Bruster  172 

OUR  COUNTRY  NOW  AND  EVER Karl  Merz  268 

OUR  FLAG  IS  UNFURL'D John  II.  Hewitt  542 

OUR  FLAG,  OR  THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  STARS  AND  BAES Harry  Macarthy  568 

OUR  HEROES Nathan  Barker  392 

OUR  JIMMY  HAS  GONE  FOR  TO  LIVE  IN  A   TENT Henry  C.  Work  186 

OUR  KNAPSACKS  SLING  AND  BLITHELY  SING C.  Ascher  316 

OUR  OWN  DEAR  LAND  FOREVER J.  C.  Beckel  431 

PICKET  GUARD W.  II.  Goodwin  341 

POOR  KITTY'  POP-CORN Henry  C.  Work  198 

PRESS  ON  TO  THE  VAN Henderson  319 

PRISONER'S  HOPE,  OR  TRAMP,  TRAMP,  TRAMP Geo.  F.  Root  24 

QUIET  ALONG  THE  PATOMAC  TO-NIGHT John  H.  Hewitt  592 

RALLY,  BOYS,   RALLY E.  O.  Blackmar  195 


INDEX.  635 

PACK 

EALLY  ROUND  THE  FLAG,  BOYS Geo.  F.  Root      93 

RALLY  YE  BRAVES E.  T.  Baldwin      69 

RAW  RECRUITS,  OR  ABRAHAM'S  DAUGHTER 461 

REBEL  KINGDOM  FALLING F.  P.  Noyes    252 

REPLY  TO  THE  BONNIE    BLUE  FLAG Frank    328 

REST  COMRADES  REST O.  B.  Ormsby    612 

RICHMOND  FALLS,   THE  WAR  IS  OVER Wiieelock    493 

RICHMOND  IS  OURS' E.  A.  Pahkhukst    490 

SAY,  DARKIES,  HAB  YOU  SEEN  DE  MASSA Henry  C.  Work      36 

SHAKE  HANDS  WITH  UNCLE  SAM Charles  Carroll  Sawyer      84 

SHALL  TRAITORS  LAY  THE  TEMPLE  LOW Beckel    431 

SHALL  WE  YIELD  TO  THE  FOE H.  L.  Frisby    350 

SING  HALLELIJAH  (T'lS  FINISHED) Henry  C.  Work    510 

SITTING  BY  THE  ROADSIDE  ON  A  SUMMER  DAY P.  Nctt,  Esq.    528 

SIX  HUNDRED  THOUSAND  MORE A  Volunteer    129 

SIXTY-THREE  IS  THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE French    331 

SKEDADDLE Danskin    367 

SLEEPING  FOR  THE  FLAG Henry  C.  Work      63 

SLEEPING  IN  THE  BATTLE-FIELD Karl  Redem    473 

SLEEP,  SACRED  DUST  OF  NOBLE  DEAD James  R.  Murray    608 

SOLDIER  OF  THE  LEGION J.  I.  Hutchinson    274 

SOLDIER'S  FAREWELL,  OR  THE  SOUTH  SHALL  YET  BE  FREE J.  H.  Hewitt    540 

SOLDIER'S  GRAVE Schreiner    538 

SOLDIER'S  MOTHER H.  T.  Knake    354 

SOLDIER'S  PET,  OR  POOR  KITTY  POP-CORN Henry  C.  Work     198 

SOLDIER'S  PRIDE II.  T.  Merrill    227 

SOLDIER'S  RETURN H.  T.  Knake    230 

SONS  OF  THE  SOUTH,  AWAKE  TO  GLORY 522 

SOMEBODY'S  DARLING Crawford     170 

SOMEBODY'S  DARLING John  H.  Hewitt    530 

SONG  OF  A  THOUSAND  YEARS Henry  C.  Work    202 

SONG  OF  THE  600,000.     (TO  CANAAN) Brainard    111 

SONGS  AVE  SANG  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND H.  L.  Frisuie    476 

.SOUTHERN  MARSEILLAISE A.  E.  Blackmar    522 

SOUTHRON'S  CHAUNT  OF  DEFIANCE A.  E.  Blackmar    564 

SOUTHRONS,  HEAR  YOUR  COUNTRY  CALL  YOU.    (DIXIE) 515 

STAND  UP  FOR  THE  FLAG Stephen  C.  Foster    307 

STAND  UP  FOR  UNCLE  SAM,  BOYS Geo.  F.  Root      57 

STARS  AND  STRIPES  OF  OLD Bernard  Mayer    347 

STARS  AND  STRIPES,     THE  FLAG  OF  THE  FREE II.  L.  Frisbie    350 

STAR  OF  THE  WEST.    (DIXIE) 515 

STAR  SPANGLED  BANNER Key    615 

STARVED  IN  PRISON Geo.  F.  Root      60 

STILL  UPON  THE  FIELD  OF  BATTLE Geo.  F.  Root      33 

STONEWALL  JACKSON'S  PRAYER B.  A.  Whaples    560 

STONEWALL'S  REQUIEM M.  Deeves    571 

STRIKE  FOR  THE  SOUTH J.  Pieepont    532. 

SWORD  OF  BUNKER  HILL Bernard  Covert    624 

SWORD  OF  ROBERT  LEE A.  E.  Blackmar    597 

TAKE  YOUR  GUN  AND  GO  JOHN H.  T.  Merrill      45 

TELL  ME  OF  THE  B.\TTLE Geo.  F.  Root     153 

TELL  ME,  TELL  ME,  WEARY  SOLDIER Stephen  C.  Foster    357 

TEXTINC;  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND M.  F.  II.  Smith    285 

THANK  GOD,  THE  SKY  IS  CLEARING R.  E.  Henninoes    500 

TH.\T  BUGLER A.  E.  Blackmar    583 

THE  BATTLE-CRY  OF  FREEDOM Geo.  F.  Root      93 

THE  BONNIE  BLUE  FLAG Harry  Macarthy     516 

THE  BOYS  .\RE  COMING  HOME R.  E.  Henninoes    600 

THE  BOYS  .\RE  COMING  HOME   .\G.\IN Charles  Carroll  Sawyer      87 

THE  BOYS  .\RE  MARCHING  HOME 506 


636  INDEX. 

PAGK 

THE  BUGLE  SOUNDS  UPON  THE  PLAIN John  H.  Hewitt  540 

THE  CROSS  OF  THE  SOUTH A.  E.  Blackmab  547 

THE  CONTRABAND  OF  PORT  ROYAL Bernard  Mayer  404 

THE  DESPOT'S  HEEL  IS  ON  THY  SHORE James  R.  Randall  621 

THE  DRUMMER  BOY  OF  ANTIETAM Fleming  300 

THE  DRUMMER  BOY  OF  SHILOH Will  S.  Hays  174 

THE  DRUMS  BEAT  LOUD J.  A.  Butterfield  238 

THE  DYING  DRUMMER  BOY Howard  379 

THE  DYING  FLAG  BEARER E.  S.  Ledsham  261 

THE  DYING  VOLUNTEER Beckel  325 

THE  FIRST  GUN  IS  FIRED Geo.  F.  Root  21 

THE  FLAG  OF  THE  REGIMENT Easton  550 

THE  FLAGS  ARE  FLYING Stephen  C.  Foster  304 

THE  FORTUNES  OF  WAR  OFTEN  CHANGE C.  Ascher  313 

THE  GIRL  I  LEFT  BEHIND  ME S.  Lover  288 

THE  HAPPY  CONTRABAND , Emerson  554 

THE  JOHN   BROWN  SONG Collin  Coe  192 

THE  LAND  OF  KING  COTTON John  H.  Hewitt  586 

THE  MOTHER  OF  THE  SOLDIER  BOY Herman  E.  Schreiner  588 

THE  MUFFLED  DRUM  IS  BEATING M.  Deeves  571 

THE  NIGHT  IS  SO  LONG  AND  DREAR,  MOTHER E.  C.  Howe,  M.  D.  379 

THE  PRISONER'S  HOPE Geo.  F.  Root  24 

THE  PICKET  GUARD W.  H.  Goodwin  341 

THE  QUIET  MOON  WAS  SHINING J.  P.  Webster  334 

THERE  ARE  BONDS  OF  ALL  SORTS  IN  THIS  WORLD  OF  OUR J.  G.  Clark  238 

THE  SHADES  OF  NIGHT  ARE  FALLING  FAST A,  E.  Blackmar  583 

THE  SOLDIER'S  GRAVE Schreiner  538 

THE  SOLDIER'S  MOTHER H.  T.  Knake  354 

THE  SOLDIER'S  PRIDE H.  T.  Merrill  227 

THE  SOLDIER'S  RETURN H.  T.  Knake  230 

THE  SONGS  WE  SANG  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND H.  L.  Frisbie  476 

THE  SOUTHERN  GIRL,  OR  THE  HOMESPUN  DRESS A.  E.  Blackmar  580 

THE  SOUTHERN  MARSEILLAISE A.  E.  Blackmar  522 

THE  SOUTH  SHALL  YET  BE  FREE John  H.  Hewitt  540 

THE  STAR  OF  THE  WEST.     (DIXIE) 515 

THE  STARS  AND  STRIPES  OF  OLD Bernard  Mayer  347' 

THE  STAR  SPANGLED  BANNER Key  615 

THE  SWORD  OF  BUNKER  HILL Bernard  Covbrt  624 

THE  SWORD  OF  ROBERT  LEE A.  E.  Blackmar  397 

THE  TATOO  BEATS,  THE  LIGHTS  ARE  GONE B.  A.  Whaples  560 

THE  TRAITOR'S  FEET  IS  ON  THY  SOIL 519 

THE  UNHAPPY  GONTRABAND Will  S.  Hays  290 

THE  UNION  FOREVER  FOR  ME Will  S.  Hays  294 

THE  UNION,  GOD  BLESS  IT  FOREVER Beckel  344 

THE  UNION,  RIGHT  OR  WRONG Plain  382 

THE  UNION  VOLUNTEERS E.  C.  Saffery  159 

THE  UNKNOWN  DEAD John  H.  Hewi-it  536 

THE  UNRETURNING  BRAVE Cook  218 

THE  VACANT  CHAIR Geo.  F.  Root  224 

THE  VOLUNTEER,  OR  IT  IS  MY  COUNTRY'S  CALL Harry  Macarthy  525 

THE  VOLUNTEER'S  FAREWELL J.  A.  Butterfield  338 

THE  VOLUNTEER'S  GRAVE Bowen  360 

THE  WEARING  OF  THE  BLUE Church  215 

THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREY 594 

THE  WOUNDED  BOY  OF  KENESAW J.  P.  Webster  334 

THEY  AROSE  WHOSE  NAME  WAS  LEGION Geo.  F.  Root  48 

THEY  HAVE  BROKEN  UP  THEIR  CAMPS Geo.  F.  Root  470 

THE  YOUNG  VOLUNTEER John  H.  Hewitt  542 

THEY  REST  IN  PEACE Collin  Coe  614 

THREE  HUNDRED  THOUSAND  MORE Adams  12& 


INDEX.  637 

PAGX 

'TIS  FINISHED,  OR  SING  HALLELUJAH Henry  C.  AVork  510 

TO  CANAAN C.  S.  Brainard  111 

TO-DAY  THIS  HALLOWED  PLACE  WE  SEEK James  R.  Murray  610 

TRAMP,  TRAMP,  TRAMP,  OR  THE  PRISONER'S  HOPE Geo.  F.  Root  24 

TREAD  LIGHTLY,  YE  COMRADES Mrs.  F.  L.  Bowkn  360 

TWO  SOLDIERS  LYING  AS  TIIEY  FELL Geo.  F.  Root  480 

TWO  YEARS  AGO  HE  MARCHED  AWAY H.  Lovegrove  410 

UNCLE  JOE'S  HAIL  COLUMBIA Henry  C.  Work  189 

UNCLE  SAM  WITH  GENERAL  GRANT William  H.  Stevens  322 

UNHAPPY  CONTRABAND Will  S.  Hays  290 

UNION  FOREVER  FOR  ME Will  S.  Hays  294 

UNION,  GOD  BLESS  IT  FOREVER Beckel  344 

UNION  MEDLEY Carl  Bruen  438 

UNION,  RIGHT  OR  "WRONG William  Plain  382 

UNION  VOLUNTEERS Saffery  159 

UNKNOWN  DEAD John  H.  Hewitt  536 

UNRETURNING  BRAVE Cook  218 

UPIDEE  SONG A.  E.  Blackmak  583 

UPON  THE  BATTLE-FIELD  HE  LAY J.  C.  Beckel  32.'> 

UP,  UP,  WITH  OUR  BANNER Comeb  370 

VACANT  CHAIR Geo    F.  Root  224 

VICKSBURG  IS  TAKEN Hicks  255 

VOLUNTEER'S  FAREWELL J.  A.  Butterfield  338 

VOLUNTEER'S  GRAVE Bowen  360 

WAKE  NICODEMUS Henry  C.  Work  209 

WAR  IS  OVER.     (RICHMOND  FALLS) Wheelock  493 

WASHINGTON  AND  LINCOLN Henry  C.  Work  232 

WAS  MY  BROTHER  IN  THE  BATTLE Stephen  C.  Foster  357 

WE  ALL  WENT  DOWN  TO  NEW  ORLEANS 574 

WE  ARE  A  BAND  OF  BROTHERS Harry  Macarthy  516 

WE  ARE  A  BAND  OF  FREEMEN F.  Mayer  347 

WE  ARE  A  BAND  OF  PATRIOTS M.  H.  Frank  328 

WE  ARE  COMING,  FATHER  ABRAHAM,  WITH  600,000  MORE A  Volunteer  129 

AVE  ARE  COMING,  FATHER  ABRAHAM,  300,000  MORE Adams  126 

AVE  ARE  COMING  FROM  THE  COTTON  FIELDS AA'allace  166 

AVE  ARE  MARCHING  ON  TO  RICHMOND AV.  E.  Locke  316 

AVE  ARE  MARCHING  ON  TO   VICTORY Herman  297 

AVE  ARE  MARCHING  TO  THE  FIELD,  BO\'S 23 

AVE  ARE  OLD  AVEARY   SOLDIERS 96 

AVE  ARE  SITTING  BY  THE  COTTAGE  DOOR R.  S.  Taylor  464 

AVEARING  OF  THE  BLUE Church  215 

AVEARING  OF  THE  GREY 594 

AVEEPING  SAD  AND  LONELY,  OR  AVHEN  THIS  CRUEL  AVAR  IS  OVER...Sawyer  75 

AVEEP  O'ER  THE  HEROES  AS  THEY  FALL J.  AV.  Turner  467 

AVE'LL  ALL  GO   HOME  AGAIN AVhitlock  496 

AVE'LL  FIGHT  IT  OUT  HERE  ON  THE  OLD  UNION  LINE Geo.  F.  Root  142 

AVE'LL  GAIN  THE  A'ICTORY  YET,  MY  BOYS Theo.  F.  Stevens  282 

AVE'LL  GO  DOAVN  OURSELA'ES Henry  C.  Work  145 

AVE'LL  RALLY  AGAIN  TO  THE  STANDARD Geo.  F.  Root  142 

AVE  PARTED  AA'ITH  A  CHEERFUL  SMILE H.  T.  Knake  231 

AVE'RE  MARCHING  DOWN  TO  DIXIE'S  LAND E.  AV.  Locke  310 

AVE'RE  TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND J.  AV.  Turner  108 

AVE'RE  TENTINCi  TO-NIGHT  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND M.  F.  H.  Smith  285 

AVE  SAA'ED  THIS  GREAT  UNION  FOR  YOU Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  96 

AVE  SHALL  MEET,  BUT  AVE  SHALL  MISS  HIM Geo.  F.  Root  224 

AVE'A'E  A  MILLION  IN  THE  FIELD Stephen  C.  Foster  304 

AA'E'VE  DRUNK  FROM  THE  SAME  CANTEEN Clarke  238 

AVE  AVILL  NOT   RETREAT  ANY  MORE E.  AV.  Locke  313 

AVIIAT  SHALL  AVE  DO  AS  A'KARS  (i«>  BY Henry  C.  AVork  145 

AVHEN  JOHNNY  COMES  MARCHING  HOME Louis  Lambert  136 


638 


INDEX. 


WHEN  OUR  BOYS  COME  HOME  IN  TRIUMPH Henry  C.  Work  "  63 

WHEN  POTOMAC'S  PEARLY   WATERS Geo.  A.  Russell  242 

WHEN  SHERMAN  MARCHED  DOWN  TO  THE  SEA Henry  C.  Work  148 

WHEN  TUB  BOYS  COME  HOME Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  87 

WHEN  THIS  CRUEL  WAR  IS  OVER Charles  Carroll  Sawyer      75 

WHEN  THIS  DREADFUL  WAR  IS  ENDED Stephen  C.  Foster  400 

WHEN  THIS  WAR  IS  OVER  I'LL  GOME  BACK  TO  THEE Bernard  Mayer  99 

WHEN  UPON  THE  FIELD  OP  GLORY Hermann  L.  Schreiner  590 

WHERE  FIERCE  ANTIETAM'S  LONG  BATTLE Albert  Fleming  300 

WHERE  THE  FOREMOST  FLAG  WAS  FLYING Heney  C.  Work  64 

WHERE  THE  MOUNTAIN  ASH  NODS John  H.  Hewitt  536 

WHO'LL  SAVE  THE  LEFT Geo.  F.  Root  102 

WHO  SHALL  RULE  THIS  AMERICAN  NATION Henry  C.  Work  221 

WHO  WILL  CARE  FOR  MOTHER  NOW Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  78 

WHY  DAILY  GOES  YON  MATRON  FORTH H.  L.  Schreiner  588 

AVITH  GARLANDS  OF  ROSES James  R.  Murray  604 

WITHIN  THE  SOUND  OP  THE  ENEMY'S  GUN Geo.  F.  Root  117 

WOUNDED  AND  SORROAVPUL  FAR  FROM  MY  HOME... Charles  Carroll  Sawyer  72 

WOUNDED  BOY  OP  KENESAW J.  P.  Webster  334 

WRAP  THE  FLAG  AROUND  ME,  BOYS R.  Stewart  Taylor  51 

YANKEE  DOODLE Arranged  by  Collin  Coe  627 

YE  LOYAL  UNION  VOLUNTEERS E.  C.  Saefery  159 

YES,  BELOVED  ONES  AT  HOME,  WE  REMEMBER Geo.  F.  Root  150 

YES,  "W^'LL  RALLY  ROUND  THE  FLAG,  BOYS Geo.  F.  Root  20 

YOU  ARE  GOING  TO  THE  WARS,  WILLIE  BOY John  H.  Hewitt  534 

YOU  CAN  NEVER  WIN  US  BACK A.  E.  Blackmar  564 

YOUNG  STRANGER,  WHAT  LAND  CLAIMS  THY  BIRTH Harry  Mac.arthy  568 

YOUNG  VOLUNTEER John  H.  Hewitt  542 

YOU  WILL  FIGHT  FOR  THE  RIGHT,  WILLIE  BOY John  H.  Hewitt  534 


